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preface. 


All  praise  belongs  to  our  Heavenly  Father  for  the  appearing  of  this  new 
song  book,  WORLD-WIDE  REVIVAL  HYMNS. 

We  acknowledge  the  help  of  many  suggestions  from  experienced  authors, 
compilers  and  publishers,  and  thank  them. 

Please  notice  the  many  selections  on  prayer.  There  are  many  strong 
missionary  hymns.  The  Church  is  awaking  and  praying  for  His  coming, 
and  this  new  book  has  many  strong,  new  hymns  to  encourage  the  believers 
to  be  ready. 

The  book  contains  288  pages  and  is  compiled  in  sections  as  follows: 

1.  Miscellaneous  selections  from  No.  1  to  10G,  inclusive. 

2.  Solos  and  Choruses  from  No.  107  to  143,  " 

3.  Devotional  Hymns  from  No.  144  to  184,  " 

4.  Children's  Songs  from  No.  185  to  196,  " 

5.  Prayer  from  No.  197  to  211,  " 

6.  Holy  Spirit  from  No  212  to  221,  " 

7.  Cleaning  from  No.  222  to  230,  " 

8.  Invitation  from  No.  231  to  248,  " 

9.  Consecration  from  No.  249  to  262,  " 

10.  Altar  Services  and  Inquiry  Meetings  from  No.  263  to  277,  inclusive. 

11.  Praise  from  No.  278  to  287,    inclusive. 

12.  Missionary  from  No.  288  to  303  " 

13.  Heaven  from  No.  304  to  321,      " 

14.  Doxologys  from  No.  322  to  324,  " 

We  pray  for  a  World-Wide  Revival.  May  WORLD-WIDE  REVIVAL 
HYMNS  be  owned  of  the  Master  to  aid  in  taking 
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The  Whole- Wide- World  for  Jesus. 
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Humbly  in  His  Name, 


W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Copyrights  have  been  carefully  noted,  and  by  no  meaua  must  the  selections  of  tnis  book 
be  reprinted  without  permission  of  the  owners. 
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No.  1. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Joy  to  the  World. 


C.  P.  Handel 
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1.  Joy     to 

2.  No    more 

3.  He    rules 


the  world,  the 
let  sin  and 
the  world  with 


Lord  is  cornel  Let 
sor  -  row  grow,  Nor 
truth  and   grace,  And 
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'n  and    na  -  ture   sing, 
as        the   curse     is      found, 
won  -  ders     of       His     love, 


And  heav'n  and     na  -  ture 
Far      as      the    curse    is 
And   won  -  ders     of       His 
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sing,  And    heav'n,    and    heav'n     and     na  -  ture        sing, 

found,  Far     as,  far     as  the    curse     is        found 

love,  And  won-ders,  and    won    -    ders     of      His        love. 


fe£ 


£ 


m 


c-c-c-t-f1— *-"'   c'rr 


heav'n  and    na  -  tore 


No.  2. 


Just  When  I  Need  Him  Most. 


Rev.  Wo.  Pool. 


COPYRIGHT,   1908,  BY  CHA6     H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,   1000.  BY  E.  O     EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  i3  near,  Just  when  I  fal  -  ter,  just  when  I  fear; 

2.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  true,  Nev-er  for-sak-ing    all  the  way  thro' 

3.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  strong,  Bearing  my  bur-dens  all  the  day  long; 

4.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  He  is  my  all,    An-swer-ing  when  up-on  Him  I  call; 
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Read-y  to  help  me,  read-y  to  cheer,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
Giv-ing  for  bur -dens  pleasures  a  -  new,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
For  all  my  sor  -  row  giv  -  ing  a  song,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
Ten-der-ly  watch-ing    lest    I  should  fall,    Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
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Just  when  I    need  Him    most,       Just  when  1    need  Him    most; 
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Je-  sns 


is  near  to  com-f ort  and  cheer,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
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Ina  Duley  Ogdon. 

Duet. 


Jesus  Will! 

COPYRIGHT,  1912,    BY  W.  E.   BIEDERWOLF. 


B.  D.  Ackley. 
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1.  Who  will  o  -  pen  mer-cy's  door?  Je-suswill!  Je-suswill! 

2.  Who  can  take  a -way  my    sin?  Je-sus  will!  Je-suswill! 

3.  Who  can  conquer  doubts  and  fears?  Je-suswill!  Je-suswill! 

4.  Who  will  be  my  dear- est  Friend?  Je-suswill!  Je-suswill! 
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Je-sus,  bless-ed  Je  -  sus  will! 

Je  -  sus,  bless-ed  Je  -  sus  will! 

Je-sus,  bless-ed  Je  -  sus  will! 

Je  -  sus,  bless-ed  Je  -  sus  will! 
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As        for    par -don    I      im-plore? 
Make  me  pure,  with-out,  with  -  in? 
Share  my  joys    and  dry    my  tears? 
Love   and  keep  me    to    the    end? 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus  will,     Je  -  sus  will! 
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Yes,  your  lov-ing  Sav-ior  will; 

sure  -  ly 
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He     will  each  and  ev  -  'ry  need  ful  -  fill,     Je-sus,  bless-ed     Je  -  sus  will! 
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No.  4 


Growing  Dearer  Each  Day. 


C.  H.  G. 


COPYRIGHT,  1907,  BY  CHA8.  H.  GABRIEL. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 


Chas.  H.  tiabriel. 
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1.  How   sweet  is  the  love  of  my  Savior! 'T  is  bound-less  and  deep  as  the  sea;  And 

2.  I         know  He  is  ev-er  be-sideme!  E  -  ter  -   ni-ty  on -ly  will  prove  The 

3.  Wher-ev  -  er  Heleadslwillfol-low,  Thro'sor-row,  or  shadow,  or  sun;  And 

4.  Some  day  face  to  face  I  shall  see  Him,  And  oh,    what  a  joy   it  will  be    To 
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best       of  it  all,  it  is  dai  -  ly  Grow-ing   sweet -er  and  sweeter  to   me. 
height  and  the  depth  oi  His  mercy,  And  the  breadth  of  Hi?  in  -fi-nite  love, 
tho'       I  betriedinthefur-nace,  I    can   say,  "Lord,  Thy  will  be  it   done." 
know  that  His  love,  now  so  precious,  Will  for-ev  -    er  grow  sweeter  to  mel 


Sweet      -       er  and  sweeter  to    me,     . 

Sweet-er     to    me,                grow    -    ing  sweet-er     to 
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Dear       -       er  and 

Dear  -  er  each  day, 
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dear 
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er  each    day; 

ing    dear  -  er  each  day; 


*£ 


Oh,         won    - 

Oh,  won  -  der  - 
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each  step  of    my   way! 

each     step    of      my      way! 
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Sav  -  ior,  Grow  -  ing     dear  er 

Sav    -     ior,     Grow   -  ing     dear  -  er     and    dear  -  er 
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No.  5. 


I  Have  the  Glory  in  My  Soul. 


Mrs.  C  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,   1114,   BY  W.   ELMER  BAILEY. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  You    ask  me  how  it   is    I      know  That  Je-sus  saves  and  makes  me  whole; 

2.  I       knelt  one  day  at  Calv'ry's  cross,  And  felt  the  bur-dens  off  me    roll; 

3.  The  storms  of  life  oft  threaten  ill,      But  Je-sus  doth  my  bark  con- trol; 

4.  When  faith  has  been  exchanged  for  sight,  And  Jordan's  waves  behind  me  roll , 
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He  wit-ness  bears  His  grace  to  show,  And  puts  the  glo  -  ry  in  my  soul. 

He  took    a -way  my  sin-ful    dross,  And  gave  me  glo -ry  in  my  soul. 

With  peaje  He  doth  my  bos-om  fill,    And  gives  me  glo  -  ry  in  my  soul. 

1*11  sing    in  yon-der  realms  of  light    Of   rich-er  glo  -  ry  in  my  soul. 
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Chorus. 
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I  have  the  glo  -      ry  in  my     soul,  .  .  .     .P.  I  have  the 

It    is     be-cause  I  have  the  glo-ry,  have  the  glo-ry  in  my  soul,  It  is    be- 
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glo       -  v    -        ry   in    my  soul;  His  pres       -      ence 

cause  I  have  the  glory,  have  the  glo  -  ry     in    my  soul;  His  pres-ence 
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makes  my  heav      -     en  here,  And  gives  me  glory    in    my  soul,  (in  my  soul.) 
ma!ies  a  constant  heaven  here,  **    ^     i        K    K 
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No.  6. 


James  Rowe. 


I  Would  Be  Like  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT,  igil,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


B.  D.  Acidey. 
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I  would  be 
I  would  be 


1.  Earth  -  ly  pleas-ures  vain  -  ly  call   me; 

2.  H*      has  bro  -  ken    ev  -  'ry  fet  -  ter, 

3.  All      the  way  from  earth  to  Glo  -  ry,    I  would  be 

4.  That    inHeav-en     He  may  meet  me,   I  would  be 


m 


-0 &- 


^=4 


f^rrr^-^n 


r  r  rr  r 

like  Je  -    sns; 

like  Je  -    sus; 

like  Je  -    sus; 

like  Je  -    sus; 

would    be  like  Je  -  sus; 
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Noth-ing  world -ly   shall  en -thrall  me;    I  would  be 

That   my  soul  may  serve  Him  bet  -  ter,    I  would  be 

Tell  -  ing  o'er  and  o'er  the    sto  -  ry,    I  would  be 

That  His  words  \ '  Well  done"  may  greet  me,  I  would  be 
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like  Je  -  sus. 

like  Je  -  sus. 

like  Je  -  sus. 

like  Je  -  sus. 

would  be  like  Je  -  sus. 
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Be    like  Je  -  sus,    this   my  song,      In    the  home  and   in     the  throng; 
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Be    like   Je  -  sus,   all  day  long!       I     would  be     like    Je 
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No.  7. 


My  Father  Molds  My  Hand. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 

Solo. 


COPYRIGHT,  1914,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  My   Fa  -  ther  holds  my  hand, 

2.  Se  -  cure    in    Him   I  trust 

3.  His  love  can    nev  -  er  fail; 

4.  He  knows  the  way    I  take; 
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My  Lord  who  loves  me  so; 
My    all    from  day  to    day; 
His  mer  -  cy  knows  no  end; 
My    life    by  Him  was  planned 
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His  grace  en-  a-bles  me  to  stand;  He  will  not  let  me  go.  . 
'Mid  good  or  seem-ing  ill  I  rest,  Be -cause  He  knows  the  way.  . 
Tho'tempt-ed  oft,  I  shall  pre-vail;  He  will  my  soul  de-fend.  . 
Tho' friends  may  fail  and  earth-ties  break,  He  still  will  hold    my  hand.  . 
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My    Fa-ther  holds  my  hand;    .    .      No  .  fear  my  heart  shall  know;  , 

My  Heav'n-]y      Fa  -  ther  holds  my    hand;  shall 
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He'll  bring  me  safe  to  Glo  -  ry-land,  He  will  not    let  me     go. 
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No.  8. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Love  That  Abides. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  Won-der-ful  love    of    my  Sav-ior  and  King!   Out    of    my  full   heart  its 

2.  Love  that  en-dures  tho'   1  stum-ble  and  fall;    Love  that  still  heeds  tho'  so 

3.  Love  that  u*   dear-er  than  sil  -  vei   or    gold,  Last -ing  when  sun,  moon  and 
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prais-es  I  sing;  Round  the  whole  world  let  the  glad  chorus  ring — Love  that  a- 
oft  -  en  I  call;  Of-feredso  full  -y  andfree-ly  to  all,  Love  that  a- 
stars  shall  grow  cold,  Whenasa  scroll  shall  the  heavens  be  rolled, Love  that  a- 
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CHORUS.     Tenderly. 
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bides,  love  that  a-bides.  Won-der-ful  love    .   .  that  would  give  His  dear  Son! 

bides,  love  that  a-bides. 

bides,  love  that  a-bides.  Wonderful,  wonderful  love  that  would  give  His  dear  Son  f 
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Won-der-ful  love    .     .    of  the  cru-ci-fied  One!    .    .  Won-der-ful  love!    .    . 

Won-der-ful,  won-der-ful  love  of    the  cru  -  ci-fied  One !  Won-der-ful  love  I 


mar-vel-ous  love!     .      .    Love  that  a-bides 

mar-vel-ous  love! 
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.  yes,  love  that  a -bides. 
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Love  that  a-bides,  yes,  love  that    a-bi<i<\s. 
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No.  9. 


Is  it  Worth  While? 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds.       copyright,  1913.  by  chas.  h.  gabriel. 
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Henry  P.  Morton. 

-£Z_j 1 


B 


p<s>- 


1.  Is  it  worth  while     to  fight  the  hard   fight?  Is  it  worth    while      to 

2.  Is  it  worth  while     the  task  He  has    set?    Can  it  be       sure       He 
8.  Are  they  worth  while,these  few  fleeting  years?Are  they  worth  while,    the 
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stand  for  the  right?  Odds  are  so  great  and  strength  is  so  slight, 
will  not  for  -  get?  Will  it  bring  aught  but  wear  -  y  re  -  gret? 
joys  and  the    tears?This  is    the     word         the  quest'ning  heart  hears — 
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Chorus. 
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Is      it  worth  while,  is    it  worth  while?     Is  it  worth  while  to  keep  the  heart 
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pure?      Is     it  worth   while 
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to  strive  and   en 
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watch  -  tag  and  vict'ry  ia  sure,  Christ  and  the  an-gels  count  it  worth  while 
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No.  10. 


At  the  Beautiful  Gate. 


Panny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  At  the  beau-ti  - 

2.  At  the  beau  -  ti  - 

3.  At  the  beau  -  ti  - 

4.  At  the  beau  -  ti  - 
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of    the  pure    and  blest,  Where  Je-sus   is 
when  the  day  shall  break,  And  clothed  in  its 
of    our  home,sweethome, Wherestrangersand 
of    the  pure    and  blest,  Where  a  -  ges   to 
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call  -  ing    the  wear  -  y     to     rest,  How  the  dear  ones  we    love,  that  have 
brightness  our  spir  -  its  shall  wait,  Then  the  veil  will  be     rent    and  our 
pil  -  grims  no    Ion  -  ger  we  roam,  At    the  feet    of   our  Lord    we  will 
a    -    ge3    are  tell  -  ing    of     rest,   We  will  join  the  glad  songs    in    the 
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gone      be  -  fore, 
eyes       be  -  hold 
praise   His  name, 
realms  of    peace, 
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Are  look -ing  and  long -ing    to  greet  us  once  more. 

A      vi  -  sion  whose  splen-dor  can  nev  -  er  be    told. 

While  num-ber-less  mil  -  lions  His  mer  -  cy  pro-claim . 

The  song  of     re-demp-tion  that  nev  -  er  shall  cease. 
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Chorus. 


At  the  Beautiful  Gate. 
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deera-er     to    see,   And  praise  Him  for-ev  -  er    In  the  Cit  -  y      so   fair. 
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God's  Way  is  Best. 

COPYRIGHT,  1913,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GA8RIEL. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  In    hum  -  ble  faith  at     Je-sus'  feet,      0,  may     I  learn  a     les-son  sweet, 

2.  His  way  may  lead  thro,  sun-ny  vales,  O'er  rock-y  steeps,  'mid  stormy  gales; 

3.  He  nev  -  er  bids  me     go     a-lone;     His  lov  -  ing  arms  a-round  me  thrown, 

4.  So,  step     by  step,  in   faith  and  love,  I'll  walk  the  path  that  leads  a-bove; 
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That  wheth-er  sun  or   rain   I  see,  God's  way  is  al-ways  best  for  me. 

The    truest  course  His  eye  can  see;  God's  way  is  al-ways  best  for  me. 

My  guide,  my  keep-er,    He  will  be;  God's  way  is  al-ways  best  for  me. 

Till  day  shall  break,  and  shadows  flee, God's  way  is  al-ways  best  for  me. 
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God's  way     is  best  for   you,  forme;     0,  may     we  all  more  trust  -  ful  be, 


Un  -  til,     be-yond  the  part-ing  sea,  I'll  sing,  God's  way  was  best  for    me. 
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No.  12  Somebody  Gares. 

Irene  Durfee.  copyright,  iqos,  by  the  praise  pub.  co.,  phila.,  pa.  W.  Stillman  Martin. 
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1.  Nev-er   a-lone  in  this  earth -ly  way,  Some-bod-y  cares, Some-bod-y  cares; 

2.  When  I  am  singing  a     hap -py  song,  Some-bod-y  cares,  Some-bod-y  cares; 

3.  When  I  am  weary  and  long  for  rest, Some-bod-y  cares,  Some-bod-y  cares; 
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I  have  a  Help  -  er  each  bus  -  y  day;  Somebody  cares,  'tis  Je  -  sus: 
When  I  am  fight-ing  a-gainst  the  wrong,Somebody  cares,  'tis  Je  -  sus: 
When  by  thetempt-erl'm  sore  -  ly  pressed,  Somebody  cares,  'tis  Je  -  sus: 
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Somebody  cares  when  the  clouds  hanglo  w,Cares  when  my  heart  is  o'erwhelmed  with  woe, 
Some-  bod- y  cares  when  I  stand  a-lone, Careswhenthepleasuresofeartharegone, 
Some  -  bod-y  cares,  and  what-e'er  be-tide,  Walks  ev'ry  hour  by  the  Chris- tian's  side; 
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Cares  and  ismark-ingmy  path  be -low;  Somebody  cares, 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
Careswhenmyfalsehopeswithwingshaveflown;Somebody  cares, 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
Love     so     a-maz-ing  will  e'er    a  -  bide;    Somebody  cares, 'tis    Je  -  sus. 
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Some      -      bod-y  cares  for  me,      Some       -      bod-y  cares  for 

Some-bod-y  cares,       yes. cares   for     me,    Some-bod-y  cares.yws.  He  cares     for 
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Somebody  Gares. 
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In    all   my  life  His  kind  hand   I    see;  Some-bod-y  cares, 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
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No.  13,  Govered  By  His  Love. 

James  Rowe.  copyright,  foil,  by  chas.  h.  marsh. 


Jean  Howard. 
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1.  Far  from  home  and  God  I     wan-dered,  In  the  dark,  for  -  bid -den  way; 

2.  Long  in    vain  with  me  He  plead -ed,  Showed  to  me  His  thorn-crownedbrow; 

3.  Love  di  -  vine    has    tru-ly    won    me,  And  my  soul     is    glad  and  free; 

4.  Soul    in      sin    and  shame,  de-spair-ing,  Trust  the  sin-ner's  Friend  to  -  day; 
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Time  and  tal  - 
But    at   last 
Tho'  the  whole 
Ev  -  'ry   sin 


ents  both  I  squan-dered,  But  my  sins 
His  love  I  heed  -  ed,  And  my  sins 
world  frown  up  -  on  me,  His  for-ev- 
that    you  are  bear-ing    He    will  free 


are  gone  to  -  day. 
are  hid  -  den  now. 
er.      I     will    be. 
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All  my  sins     are  gone  for  -  ev  -  er,  They  are   cov 
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ered  by    His   love. 


£=£ 


1 — 


V=$ 


PUD 


No.  14. 


Gan  it  Be? 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds,     copyright.  1913.  by  chas.  h.  gabriel. 
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1.  Can     it     be    that  our   Fa-ther    ia   heav-en      Re-mem-bers     a 

2.  Can     it     be    that  He  watch  -  es    my  strug  -  gle,  And  helps  when  temp- 

3.  Can     it     be    that  such  pow'r  and  such  pit  -  y       Are  linked  in    the 
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creat-ure  like    ms,    He  who  mar-shals  the  stars  in  their  cours-es,     And 

ta  -  tion    is    near?  Can    it      be  that  He  cares  for  my     sor-row?   My 

Help-er    di  -  vine?  Can    it      be  that  thro'  in  -  fi-nite  mer-cy,    This 
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Chorus. 
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meas-ures  the  bounds  of   the    sea? 

fal    -    ter-ing  pray 'r  can  ne   hear?     He  who  watch-es  the  flight  of   the 
in     -     fi  -  nite  Help  -  er    is    mine? 
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song-bird  O'er  mount-ain  and  des-ert  and   wild,  He  who  watch-es  the 
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flight    of    the     song  -  bird,  Will  care    for   the  soul     of    His   child. 
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0  House  of  Many  Mansions. 


E.  Norman  Gunnison.        copyright,  1901,  by  geo.  c.  stebbins. 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 
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1.  0  house    of    man  -  y  man  -  sions,  Thy  doors  are    o  -  pen  wide,    And 

2.  0  house    of    man  -  y  man  -  sions,  My  wear  -  y    spir  -  it    waits    And 

3.  0  house    of    man  -  y  man  -  sions,    0  house  not  made  with  hands,    I 
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are  all  the  fa  -  ces  Up  -  on  the  oth  -  er  side.  Thy  por  -  tals 
to  join  the  ran-somed  With-in  thy  pearl  -  y  gates;  Who  en  -  ter 
for  thee  while  wait- ing    With-in    these  bor-der-lands.     I    know  that 
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are  gold  -  en,  And  those  who  en  -  ter  in  Shall  know  no  mere  of 
thy  por  -  tals,  The  man-sions  of  the  blest;  Who  come  to  thee  a- 
in     dy  -  ing,  The  thresh-old    is  crossed  o'er;  There  shall  be    n*o  more 
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Kefrain. 
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row,  Of  wear  -  i  -  ness  and   sin. 

■y,    And  find     in  thee  their  rest.  0  house  of  man- y   man-sions,  Thy 

row  In    thy    for-ev  -  er-more. 
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doors  are  o  -  pen  wide,  And  dear  are  all  the  fa  -  ces  Up  -  on  the  oth-er  side. 
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No.  16. 


C.  D.  Martin. 
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God  Will  Take  Gare  of  You. 

Dedicated  to  my  wife,  Mrs.  John  A.  Davis. 

COPYRIGHT,   1905,  BY    JOHN  A.    DAVIS. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


W.  S.  Martin. 
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1.  Be    not   dis-  mayed  what-s'er  be  -  tide,  God  will  take  care  of 

2.  Thro'  days  of    toil    when  heart  doth  fail,  God  will  take  care  of 

3.  All    you  may  need  He    will     pro -vide,  God  will  take  care  of 

4.  No    mat  -  ter  what  may  be      the    test,  God  will  take  care  of 
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Be  -  neath  His  wings  of    love  a  -  bide,     God  will  take  care  of  you. 

When  dan-gers  fierce  your  path  as  -  sail,     God  will  take  care  of  you. 

Noth-ing  you  ask     will    be  de-nied,     God  will  take  care  of  you. 

Lean,  wear-y    one,    up  -  on  His  breast,  God  will  take  care  of  you. 
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Chorus. 
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God   will    take    care     of    you,  Thro'  ev  -  'ry  day,  O'er  all   the  way; 
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He     will     take 
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care    of    you,  God  will  take  care    of     you.    .    . 

tike     care      of    you. 
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No.  17. 

Rev.  Wm.  C.  Pool. 


Keep  Me  White. 

COPYRIGHT,   1910,   BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Thou  hast  saved  me,  Lord,  from  sin,  In  -  to    day  hast  turned  my  night; 

2.  When   I     wear-y    by     the  way,  May  Thy  cross  re -main  in     sight; 

3.  Hu-man  strength  must  oft  -en    fail,  Fear  and  doubt-ing  leave  their  blight; 
5.  Thou  hast  o-pened  heav'n  for  me,  I    shall  walk  its  streets  of    light; 
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Thou  art  dwell -ing  now  with  -in,     Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  keep  me  white. 

Lest  my  feet  should  go      a  -  stray,  Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  keep  me  white. 

That  with  these  I     may   pre -vail,   Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  keep  me  white. 

But  while    I     may  work   for  Thee,  Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  keep  me  white. 
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Chorus. 
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Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,   keep  me  white,     Ev  -  er  walk  -  ing      in    the   light, 
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Till    in  heav-en     I    shall  be       Spot-less  through  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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No.  18.       Grown  Him  With  Many  Growns. 


Matthew  Bridges. 


George  J.  Elvey. 
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1.  Crown  Him  with  man  -  y  crowns,    The  Lamb   up  -  on      His  throne; 

2.  Crown  Him  the  Lord     of  love  I       Be  -  hold    His  hands  and      side, — 

3.  Crown  Him  the  Lord     of  life!     Who    tri-umphed  o'er    the  grave; 

4.  Crown  Him  the  Lord     of  heav'n!  One    with    the      Fa  -  ther  known, 
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Hark!  how  the  heav'nly  an- them  drowns  All  mu  -  sic  but  its  own! 
Rich  wounds,  yet  vis  -  i  -  ble  a-  bove,  In  beau-ty  glo  -  ri  -  fied: 
Who  rose  vie  -  to  -  rious  to  the  strife  For  those  He  came  to  save: 
One     with  the  Spir  -  it    thro'  Him  giv'n  From  yon- der   glo -rious  throne' 
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A  -  wake,  my  soul,  and  sing 
No  an  -  gel  in  the  sky 
His    glo  -  ries    now    we     sing, 


Of  Him  who  died  for  thee; 
Can  full  -  y  bear  that  sight, 
Who  died    and    rose     on    high; 


To    Thee     be     end  -  less  praise,    For  Thou    for      us     hast   died; 
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And   hail   Him   as   thy  match -less  King  Thro*  all      e-ter-ni-   ty. 
But  down-ward  bends  his  won-d'ring  eye     At   mys-ter-ies     so   bright. 
Who  died      e-ter-nal   life      to  bring,  And  lives  that  death  may    die. 
Be   Thou,    0  Lord,  thro*  end  -  less  days     A-dored  and  mag -ni  -  fied. 
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No.  19. 
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I've  Pound  a  Friend. 

COPYRIGHT,  1906,  BV  GEO.  C..8TEBBIN8.      RENEWAL. 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 
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1.  I've  found  a  Friend,  oh,  such  a  Friend!  He  loved    me    ere   I  knew  Him; 

2.  I've  found  a  Friend,  oh,  such  a  Friend!  He  bled,     He   died  to    save  me; 

3.  I've  found  a  Friend,  oh,  such  a  Friend!  All  power   to    Him  is     giv  -  en, 

4.  I've  found  a  Friend,  oh,  such  a  Friend!  So  kind,    and  true,  and  ten  -  der, 
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He  drew  me  with     the  cords  of  love,   And  thus    He  bound  me    to  Him. 
And  not     a -lone     the   gift    of  life,    But  His    own    self  He  gave  me. 
To  guard  me  on      my    on- ward  course,  And  bring  me    safe  to  heav-en. 
So    wise    a  Coun  -  sel  -  lor  and  Guide,  So  might  -  y       a    De-fend-er! 
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And  'round  my  heart  still  close  -  ly  twine  Those  ties  which  naught  cansev  -  erf 
Nought  that  I  have  my  own  I  call,  I  hold  it  for  the  Giv  -  er: 
Th'  e  -  ter  -  nal  glo  -  ries  gleam  a  -  far,  To  nerve  my  faint  en  -  deav  -  or: 
From  Him,  who  loves  me  now    so  well,  What  pow'r  my  soul  can   sev  -  er? 
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For     I     am  His,     and   He     is  mine,  For  -  ev  -  er   and  for-ev-er. 

My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all,    Are  His,   and  His  for-ev-er. 

So    now   to  watch,  to   work,  to  war,  And  then    to  rest  for-ev-er. 

Shall  life    or  death,    or   earth  or  hell?  No;     I     am  His  for-ev-er. 
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More  Like  the  Master. 
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1.  More  like  the  Mas- ter    Iwouldev-er     be,       More    of  His  meek-ness, 

2.  More  like  the  Mas  -  ter   is    my  dai  -ly    prayer;  More  strength  to  car-ry 

3.  More  like  the  Mas  -  ter    I  would  live  and  grow;    More    of  His  love    to 
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more  hu  -  mil  -  i  -  ty;       More  zeal  to    la  -  bor,  more  cour-age  to     be 
cross-es      I  must  bear;   More  earn-est    ef-fort   to  bring  His  king- dom 
oth  -  ers     I  would  show;  More   self -de  -ni  -  al,  like  His    in   Gal  -  i- 
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More  con  -  se  -  era  -  tion  for  work  He  bids  me  do 
More  of  His  Spir  -  it,  the  wan-der-er  to  win 
More  like  the  Mas  -  ter     I    long  to    ev  -  er   be. 
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Take    Thou  my  heart,  .  .    I  would  be  Thine  a -lone;  .  .   Take    Thou  my 

Take  my  heart,  0  take  my  heart,  I    would         he  Thine  a -lone;  Take    my  heart,  0 
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heart  .  .  and  make  it  all  Thine  own;  .  .   Purge     me  from  sin,   .   .     0 

take  my  heart  and  make         it  all  Thine  own;  Purge  Thou  me  from  ev  -  'ry    Bin,     0 
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More  Like  the  Master. 
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Lord,  Inowim-plore,     Wash    me  and  keep     me  Thine  for-ev-er-more. 

Lord,       I  now  implore,  Wash  and  keep,  0  wash  and  keep  me  Thine  for-ev-er-more. 
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At  Evening  Time. 
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1.  He    know-eth  well  the  way  I     take,    I    walk  by  faith  for  His  dear  sake; 

2.  Sometimes  with  eyes  bedimmed  with  tears,  I  won-der  if    my  Fa-ther  hears; 

3.  When  in    the  val-ley  He  doth  lead,  And  there  my  God  supplies  each  need; 

4.  Here    in    the  shadow-land  I'll  wait;  My  work  I'll  do,  tho'  small  or  great, 
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His  will  is  best,  His  way  is  right;  At  eve-ning  time  it  shall  be  light! 
My  anx-ious  heart  He  quickly  stills,  My  soul  with  wondrous  peace  He  fills. 
He  talks  with  me  a -long  the  way,  And  gives  me  strength  for  ev-'ry  day. 
Con  -  tent  to  know  my  Lord  is   near;    In     sun  or  shade  I'll  know  no  fear. 
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At  eve-ning  time,    .    .    it  shall  be    light!      In  that  blest  land 

At  eve-ning  time,       it  shall  be  light !  In  that 


.     .  there 

blest  land 


•     0 


t=£ 


SI 


?    P    P 


*%=£ 


f$$^. 


t      0     » 


rtt 


fc£ 


i>  P  P  I       F 


^^ 


rrr 


bft  r> 


i 


§S§ 


at* 


&3 


W3 


I* 


« 


& 


*=** 


s 


$=fr* 


■3— sr- 


2^" 


is    no    night!  The  path  He  chose  is  best  for  me,  For  it  shall  lead 
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Andante. 


Ye  Limit  Me. 


COPYRIGHT,  1814  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


M.  M.  Snyot. 


9  L<)                  K         h 

-t^i — fr 

n  r  i 

(fa^f  h  jh  r 

4-    « — d 

-J  jJ 

pN  1    1    D — B — R- 

|^=s 

R- 

VM;  n    p    i     fl 

9*9      9 

*  *  2 

#  .    #        v      *    U#- 

1  *    3 

•j 

J       J.   .;.   v 

D 

1.  Ask,   and   re  - 

2.  Bring  all    the 

3.  The    plen-teous 

4.  If       two    or 

5.  What-e'er  ye 

ceive    what 
tithes      in  - 
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ask        in 
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store,     And  prove  Me 
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name,      He    wills  to 
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bless  -  ings  pour  From  Heav-en's 

reap    the  grain;  Pray  Him  that 

ask      of  Me,  It    shall    be 

bless  -  ing  claim;  Ask  what   ye 
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will,  nor  -  faith  -  less  be: 
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'Ye    ask  not,"  and  ye  lim  -  it 

Ye  bring  not,  and  ye  lim  -  it 

Ye  pray  not,  and  ye  lim  -  it 

Ye    ask  not,  and  ye  lim  -  it 

Ye    ask  not,  and  ye  lim  -  it 


^ 


t=t 


pm 


TTT 
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Me.  Ye  lim -it    Me,      . 

Me. 

Me. 

Me.  Ye   lim-H    Me 
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Ye  lim -it    Me,      . 

Ye    lim  -  it 
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not,    .    .     and  ye  lim -it    Me;" 

'Ye    ask  not, 
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Ye  Limit  Me. 
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Lord,  help  me  now    my  sin   to    see, 


I    ask  not,  and  I    lim  -  it     Thee. 
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In  That  Land  of  Light. 
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Jean  Howard. 
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1.  We  shall  have  a  new  name  in   that  Land,  And  for-ev  -  er  rest    at 

2.  We  shall  sing  of  Christ  who  faith-ful  -  ly      Bore  the  cm  -  el  cross  on 

3.  We  shall  o'er  and  o'er  His  name  re -peat,   Tell    of  His    re-demp-tion 
_#__#_,__, — a m—rM « (2. 


God'srighthand;Withthehostsof  IIisredeemedwe'llstand,In  that  Land  of  Light. 
Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Paid  the  price  of  sin  so  will  -  ing  -  ly , —  In  that  Land  of  Light, 
so      com-plete,  Cast  our  starry  crowns  at  His  pierc'dfeet,  In  that  Land  of  Light. 
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In    that  Land  of    Light, 
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We  shall  have  a  new  name  in    that  Land,   In  that  Land  of   Light. 
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No.  24. 

Adelaide  Pollard. 


Shepherd  of  Israel. 
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1.  Shepherd  of    Is  -  ra-el,  keep-ing  Thy  sheep— Nev  -  er  for -get -ting  in 

2.  Shepherd   of    Is  -  ra-el,  true  to  Thine  own    When  the  false  hire   -  ling 

3.  Shepherd   of    Is  -  ra  -  el,  strong  is  Thy  arm,  Shielding  Thy  flock  from  each 

4.  Shepherd  of    Is  -  ra-el,  soon  to  ap  -  pear,    Soon  to    de  -  liv  •  er  Thy 
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slum-ber   or    sleep; 

ser-vant  hath  flown; 

threaten -ing   harm; 

"lit-  tie  flock"  herel 


Fold  -  ing  them  gen-tly  when  night  com-eth  on, 
Lay  -  ing  Thy  life  down  their  par-don  to  win, 
Gath'ring  the  lambs  as  they  fal  -  ter  and  fall, 
Just    to    be  -  hold  Thee  their  rich-est    re  -  ward — 
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Chords. 
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Go  -  ing  be  -  fore  them  at         break  of  dawn! 

Shedding  Thy  blood  to  re-deem  them  from  sinl     Shepherd  of    Is  •  ra  •  ell 

Safe    in   Thybo-som  en -fold -ing  them  all! 

Shep-herd  of   Is  -  ra  -  el,  Je  -  sus,  their  Lord! 
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Shep-herd  of  love!  Watching  Thy  flock  from  the  glo-ry  a  -  bove!  Knowing  how 
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Shepherd  of  Israel. 
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wea  -  ry  their  wil-der-ness  way;  Pray-ing  for  them— ev-er     liv-ing  to  pray! 
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No.  25.     Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning. 


P.  P.  B. 
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1.  Bright-ly  beams  our  Fa  -  ther's  mer  -  cy  From  His  light  -  house  ev  -  er  more, 

2.  Dark  the  night    of   sin    has     set  -  tied,  Loud  the  an  -  gry    bil  -  lows  roar; 

3.  Trim  your  fee-  ble  lamp,  my  broth  -  er:  Some  poor  sail  -  or  tem-pest  toss'd, 
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But    to    us     He   gives  the  keep  -  ing  Of    the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 

Ea  -  ger  eyes  are  watch-ing,  long-ing,  For  the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 

Try  -  ing  now   to  make  the  bar  -  bor,  In    the  dark-ness  may    be    lost. 
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Let    the  low  -  er  lights  be  burn  -  ingl  Send  a  gleam    a  -  cross  the  wavel 
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Some  poor  faint  -  ing  struggling  sea-man  You  may  res  -  cue,  yon  may  save. 
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Day  is  Dying  in  the  West. 


COPYRIGHT,   1877,  BY  J.  H.  VINCENT. 


Mary  Ann  Lathbury 


William  P.  Sherwin. 


1.  Day     is  dy  -  ing  in  the  west;  Eeav'n  is  touching  earth  with  rest;  Wait  and 

2.  Lord   of  life    beneath  the  dome    Of    the   u  -  ni-verse,  Thy  home,  Gather 

3.  While  the  deep^ing  shadows  fall,  Heart  of  love,  en -fold -ing  all,  Thro' the 

4.  When  for-ev  -  er  from  our  sight  Pass  the  stars,  the  day,  the  night,  Lord  of 


^^^ 


H 


-0—T-+ 


JVJ- 


lUst 


1— r— i — *t=^3 


*=rr^ 


te 


« 


i 


& 


£ 


3PU 

.#— .« — ■ 


335 


:*££ 


** 


g 


■P-P" 


+-. — «— 


r.'1^ 


1       *    '  "T" IM 

wor-ship  while  the  night  Sets  her  eve-ning  lamps  a-light  Thro'  all  the  sky. 
us  who  seek  Thy  face  To  the  fold  of  Thy  embrace,  For  Thou  art  nigh, 
glo  -  ry  and  the  grace  Of  the  stars  that  veil  Thy  face,  Our  hearts  as-cend, 
an  -  gels,  on  our  eyes  Let  e  -  ter-nal  morn-ing  rise,  And  shadows  end. 
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Ho  -  ly,  Ho-ly,   Ho  -  ly,  Lord  God    of    Hosts!  Heav'n  and  earth  are 
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full  of  Thee;  Heav'n  and  earth  are  prais-ing  Thee,  0  Lord  Most     High! 
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What  Wondrous  Love. 
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L  I       saw  One  hang -ing    on       a   tree,    In      ag  -  o  -  ny     and  blood; 

2.  Sure,nev-er,  till     my    lat  -  est  breath,  Can    I       for -get    that  look: 

3.  My  conscience  felt    and  owned  the  guilt,  And  plunged  me    in      de-spair; 

4.  A  -  las!     I  knew  not  what    I    did,— But  now     my  tears  are  vain: 

5.  A      sec -ond  look  He  gave,  which  said,  "I    free  -  ly     all     for -give: 
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He     fixed  His   Ian  -  guid  eyes    on    me, 
It     seemed  to  charge  me  with  His  death, 
I         saw    my  sins     His  blood  had  spilt 
Where  shall  my  trem-bling  soul    be    hid? 
This  blood  is     for      thy  ran-som  paid, 
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As   near  His  cross      I    stood. 
Tho'  not      a  word    He  spoke. 
And  helped  to  nail    Him  there. 
For     I       the  Lord  have  slain. 
I    die     that  thou  may 'st  live." 
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What  wondrous  love  1  Thy    life     to    give 
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That    I    might  ran-somed  be; 
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a    thou-sand  lives    to    live     I'd   live  them  all      for  Thee. 
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Ghristless  Millions. 
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1.  Christ-less  millions!  catch  the  vi-sion!  Oh,  ye  chil-dren  of    the  King,  Hear  the 

2.  Christ-less  millions!  still  be-holdthem  Bowing  down  to  wood  and  stone,  While  the 

3.  Christ-less  millions!  quickly  has-ten  Far  a-cross  the    o-cean  waves;  Tell  them 
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Sav-ior's  last  com-mis-sion  Down  thro'  all  the  a-ges  ring:  "With  the  gospel 

Lord,  their  rightful  So v' reign,  Waits  to  claim  them  as  His  own:  Purchased  by  the 

of       a  God  who  loves  them,  Tell  them  of  a  Christ  who  saves.  May  the  sto-ry 
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of     sal-va-tion,  Go    ye  in  -  to    all  the  world,  Let  the  glorious  blood-stained 
blood  of  Je  -  sus,  They  are  pre-cious  in  His  sight;  Think  you  He  will  hold    us 
of    sal-va-tion  Soon  in  all  the  world  be  known,  Ev-'ry  tribe  of    ev  -  'ry 
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ban  -  ner ,  Be  in  e  v  - '  ry  land  un-f  urled . ' '  We '  11  win  them  for  Jesus  our  Sav- 
guilt-less  If  we  still  with-hold  the  light?  glo-ri-ons 

na  -  tion  Worship  God  and  Him  a  -  lone. 
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ior,    These  lost  ones  to  Him  we   will   bring;     .     .     .  Till   all  shall  a- 

Sav-ior,  has-ten   to     bring:  __       __.     a 
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dore  Him  and  wor-ship  be-fore  Him ,  And  crown      Him 
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And  all  the  world  crown  Him  their  Lord  and  King. 
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No.  29         Will  Jesus  Find  Us  Watching? 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


COPYRIGHT,  1004,  BY  W.  H    DOANE.      RENEWAL. 
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1.  When  Je-sus  comes  to  re-ward  His  servants,  Whether  it  be  noon  or  night, 

2.  If       at  the  dawn  of  the  ear  -  ly  morning,  He  shall  call  us  one   by   one, 

3.  Have  we  been  true  to  the  trust  He  left  us?    Do  we  seek  to  do  our  best? 

4.  Blessed  are  those  whom  the  Lord  finds  watching;  In  His  glory  they  shall  share; 


Faith-ful  to  Him, will  He  find  us  watching,  With  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and  bright? 
When  to  the  Lord  we  re-store  our  tal-ents,  Will  He  answer  thee,* 'Well  done?" 
If       in  our  hearts  there  is  naught  condemns  us,  We  shall  have  a  glorious  rest. 
If      He  shall  come  at  the  dawn  or  midnight,  Will  He  find  us  watch-ing  there? 


Oh,  can  we  say   we  are  read-y,  brother?  Ready  for  the  soul's  bright  home? 
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Say,will  He  find  you  and  mestill  watching,Waiting,  waiting  when  the  Lord  shall  come? 
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!No.  30. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 
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So  Happy  in  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT,   IBH,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  I'm  hap-py,  so  hap-py  in    Je  -  sus,  My  b!ess-ed  Re-deem-er  and 

2.  His  pres-ence  to  me  is  like  Heav-en,  His  smile  like  the  sun-shine  so 

3.  And  so    I   am  tell-ing  to  oth  -  ers,  The  joy  that  in    Je  -  sus  I've 
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My  heart  o  -  ver-flows  with  His  prais-es,  His  goodness  I'm  longing  to  sing; 
His  voice  like  the  sweet-est  of  mu  -sic,  His  will  a  per-pet-ual  de  -  light; 
And  try-ing  in  this  world  of  dark-ness  To  scat-ter  the  sunshine  a  -  round; 
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My  sins  by  His  grace  are  re-mit  -  ted,  His  blood  makes  me  per-fect-Ty    whole, 
U  -  ni-ted  in  mys-ti-cal  un  -  ion,  E'en  as     is   the  branch  to  the  vine, 
By  grace  in  His  steps  I  will  fol  -  low,  By  faith  to  His  prom-is  -  cs    cling, 


My  all  un  -  to  Him  I've  com-mit 
I'm  joined  un-to  Him/  my  Be  -  lov 
Un  -  til    I    shall  see  Him  in     glo  ■ 
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And  glo  -  ry  is  flood-ing  my    soul. 
And  know  that  this  Savior  is  mine. 
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ry  And  crown  Him  my  Savior  and  King. 
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I'm  hap-py,  so  hap-py  in  Je    -    - 
I'm  hap    ,-      py,       so  hap-py  in 
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So  Happy  in  Jesus. 
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heart  o-ver-flows  with  His  prais  -  es, 
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o-ver-flows  with  His  praises, For  I 
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For  I    am  so  hap-py  in    Him. 
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C.  J.  Butler. 
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1.  I     was  once    far       a  -  way     from    the     Sav  -  ior,  And   as 

2.  I  wan     -     dered    on         in      the    dark  -  ness,  Not    a 

3.  And        then,    in     that    dark,    lone  -  ly        hour,  A 
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vile     as      a       sin  -  ner   could     be, 
ray  of     light  could     I         see, 

voice  sweet-ly    whis-pered    to        me, 


I  won  -  dered  if 

And  the   tho't  filled  my 
Say-ing  Christ,  the    Re- 
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Christ, the  Re-deem  -  er,  Could  save    a    poor  sin  -  ner   like    me. 

heart  with  sad-ness,  There's  no    help    for     a     sin  -  ner   like    me. 

deem  -  er    has  pow  -  er  To  save    a    poor  sin  -  ner   like    me. 
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6  No  longer  in  darkness  I'm  walking, 

For  the  light  is  now  shining  on  me, 
And  now  unto  others  I'm  telling 
How  He  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  m 

7  And  when  life's  journey  is  over, 

And  I  the  dear  Savior  shall  see, 
I'll  praise  Him  forever  and  ever, 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 


4  I  listened,  and  lo!  'twas  the  Savior 

That  was  speaking  so  kindly  to  me; 
I  cried,  I'm  the  chief  of  sinners, 
Oh,  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 

5  I  then  fully  trusted  in  Jesus; 

And  oh,  what  a  joy  came  to  me! 
My  heart  was  filled  with  His  praises, 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 


No.  32. 


You  Need  Jesus,  Brother. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,  1«14,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY.  Mrs.    C.    H.    MOITlS. 

Melody  in  Chorus  by  Molloy. 
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1.  Wound-ed  and  help -less,  wear-y,  sick  with  sin,     Sore  -  ly     be -set    by 

2.  He      knows  the  way  your  wear-y  feet  must  take;    He  knows  and  cares  when 

3.  Great  Bur-den-bear-er!  He  your  load  would  share;  Lean  on    His  bos- om, 

4.  Would  you    be  saved?  then  why  not  come  to-day,    Just  as    you  are -there 
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foes  with-out,  with-in;  Back  to  the  fold  of  grace  He'll  take  you  in;  Oh,  my 
hearts  with  anguish  break;  Precious  His  promise, ' '  I  will  ne'er  forsake; ' '  Oh,  my 
rest  from  ev  -  'ry  care;  Henceforth  to  trust  Him  full-y,  will  you  dare?  Oh,  my 
is        no  oth  -  er  way?  Come,  there  is  death  and  dan-ger  in    de  -  lay,     Oh,  my 
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broth-er,  you  need  Je  -   sus.     You  need  Jesus,  brother,    all  a-long  life's  way, 
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Asyourguidefor-ev-er,       as  your  staff  and  stay;        He  will  safe-ly  keep  you, 
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to  the  journey's  end;       He     a-bove  all  oth  -  ers    is  your  dear- est  Friend. 
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No.  33. 


Nobody  Told  Me  of  Jesus. 


Airs.  Prank  A.  Breck. 


COPYRIGHT,   1908,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,   1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Would  you  care  if  some  friend  you  have  met  day  by  day  Should  nev  -  er    be 

2.  Care    you  not   if    one  soul   of    the  chil-dren  of  men  Should  nev  -  er    be 

3.  Would  you  care  if  your  crown  should  be  star-less -ly  dim,  Be -cause  you  led 

4.  Then    be     si -lent  no  lon-gerl  but  ear-nest-ly  pray  For  grace  to   the 
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told  a-bout  Je  -  sus?  Are  you  will  -  ing  that  He  in  the  judgment  shall  say, 
bro't  un-to  Je  -  sus?  Or  would  say  in  that  day  when  He  com-eth  a  -  gain, 
no  one  to  Je  -  sus?  Make  it  true  that  some  heart  shall  not  an-swer  to  Him, 
tell -ing   of  Je  -  sus,  So  that  no  one  can  say  on  that  great  judgment  day, 
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"No  one    ev  -  er   told  me    of     Je  -  sus."      No-bod-y  told   me  of 
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Je  -  sus,    No-bod-y   told  me   of   Je  -  sus;   So  man-y    Ihavemet- 
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but  they  seemed  to  for  -  get    To     tell    me  the  sto  -  ry    of      Je  -  sus. 
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No.  34. 


God's  Heart  is  Love. 


Sherman  G.  Pitt. 


COPYRIGHT,  1012,  BY  CHAS.  H.  MARSH. 


Chas.  H.  Marsh. 


jgjgjff 


£ 


« 


T  r 


U4=i±$=4=f 


n 


f 


1.  Lord,  I  read  on  rock  for-ma-tions,  And  the  storm's  re-  ver-ber- 

2.  In     Thy  prov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  deal-ings  We   can  know  Thy  wondrous 

3.  See  the  great,  the  glo-rious  Mas-ter!  What  was  wrong  that  such  dis- 

4.  Now  we  catch  the  glo-rious  vi  -  sion  Of    the  won  -  der  -  ful  pro  - 
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In      the    life  that  swims 
And  tho'  read   as       in 
Should  o'er-take  Him  on 
j           God  has  made  for      us 
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Yet 
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the  birds  and  beasts  and  trees, 

we  catch  the  truths  that  pass: 

'twas  sin.  God    set     us    free: 

for  Christ  will    live    and    die: 
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God's  heart  is     love.  God's  heart  is     love,  Yes,  al  -  ways  love; 

al  -  ways  love,  al  -  ways  love; 
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From  earth's  be  -  gin  -  ning    to      the    end,  God's  heart     is        love. 
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No.  35.      One  More  Day's  Work  for  Jesus. 


Anna  B.  Warner. 


COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  MARY  RUNYON  LOWRY. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


Rev.-  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  One    less    of  life    for  mel  Butheav'nis 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  How  sweet  the  work  has  been,  To  tell  the 

3.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus;  Oh,    yes,     a  wear-y  day;  Butheav'n  shines 

4.  Oh,  bless  -  ed  work  for  Je  -  sus!  Oh,    rest    at  Je-sus'  feet!  There  toil  seems 
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near-er,  And  Christ  is  dear  -  er,  Than  yes-ter-day  to  me;  His  love  and 
sto  -  ry,  To  show  the  glo  -  ry,  When  Christ's  flock  enter  in!  How  it  did 
clear -er,  And  rest  comes  near-er,  At  each  step  of  the  way;  And, Christ  in 
pleas-ure,  My  wants  are  treas-ure,  And  pain   for  Him    is  sweet.  Lord,  if     1 
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Chorus. 
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light  Fill  all  my  soul   to-night. 

shine  In  this  poor  heart  oi  mine!     One  more  day's  work  for  Je-sus,    One  more 

all,     Be -fore  His  face    I   fall. 

may,  I'll  serve  an-oth  -  er  day. 
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day's  work  for  Je-sus,  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  less  of  life  for  me! 
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No.  36. 


J.  H.  McNaughton. 
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Love  At  Home. 


J.  H.  McNa  ugh  torn 
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1.  There  is  beau-ty  all a-round  Whenthere'sloveathome;Thereis  joy  in   ev-'ry 

2.  In    the  cottage  there  is  joy  When  there's  loveathome;  Hate  and  envy  ne'er  an- 

3.  Kind-ly  Heaven  smiles  above  When  there's  loveathome;  A 11  the  earth  is  filled  with 

4.  Jesus,show  Thy  mercy  mine:  Then  there's  love  at  home;  Sweetly  whisper,  I  am 
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soundWhenthere'sloveathome.  Peace  and  plenty  here  a-bide,  Smiling  sweet  on 
noy    When  there's  love  at  home.  Ro-ses  blos-som  'neath  our  feet,  All  the  earth's  a 
love    When  there's  love  at  home.  Sweeter  sings  the  brooklet  by ,  Brighter  beams  the 
Thine:  Then  there's  love  at  home.  Source  of  love, Thy  cheeringlight  Far  exceeds  the 
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ev  -  'ry  side;  Time  doth  softly,  sweetly  glide  When  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at 
garden  sweet,  Making  life  a  bliss  complete, When  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at 
azure  sky-0  there's  One  who  smiles  on  high-  When  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at 
sun  so  bright — Can  dispel  the  gloom  of  night:  Then  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at 
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home,  love  at  home;  Time  doth  softly,  sweetly  glide  When  there's  love  at  home, 
home,  love  at  home;  Mak-ing  life  a  bliss  complete,  When  there's  love  at  home, 
home,  love  at  home;  Othere'sOne  whosmileson  high-When  there's  love  at  home, 
home,  love  at  home;    Can  dis-pel  the  gloom  of  night:  Then  there's  love  at  home. 
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No.  37.       Cast  Thy  Bread  Upon  the  Waters. 
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1.  Cast  thy  bread  up  -  on  the  wa-ters, 

2.  Cast  thy  bread  up  -  on  the  wa-ters, 

3.  Cast  thy  bread  up  -  on  the  wa-ters, 

4.  Cast  thy  bread  up  -  on  the  wa-ters, 

5.  Cast  thy  bread  up  -  on  the  wa-ters, 
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Ye  who  have  but  scant   sup  -  ply, 

Poor  and  wea  -  ry,  worn  with  care,— 

Ye  who  have   a  -  bun  -  dant  store; 

Far  and  wide  your  treas-ures  strew, 

Waft    it      on  with  pray  -  ing  breath, 
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An  -  gel  eyes  will  watch  a-  bove  it;—   You  shall  find    it     by     and    by! 
Oft  -  en  '  sit -ting    in     theshad-ow,     Have  you  not     a  crumb  to  spare? 
It    may  float  on    many  a   bil-low,      It  may  strand  on    many    a  shore; 
Scat-ter     it  with  will  -  ing  fin  -  gers,  Shout  for    joy   to    see      it     go! 
In    some  dis-tant,  doubt-ful  mo-ment      It  may  save    a    soul  from  death; 
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He  who  in  His  righteous  bal-ance 
Can  you  not  to  those  a-round  you 
You  may  think  it  lost  for-ev-er, 
For  if  you  do  close  -  ly  keep  it, 
When  you  sleep  in    sol-emn  si-lence, 
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Doth  each  hu  -  man  ac  -  tion 
Sing  some  lit  -  tie  song  of 
But,   as    sure    as  God   is 
It    will    on  -  ly  drag  you 
'Neath  the  morn  and  evening 
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hope, 

<true, 

down; 

dew, 
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your  sac  -  n  -  fice    re-mem-ber,     Will  your  lov  -  ing  deeds  re  -  pay. 
you  look  with  long  -  ing  vis-  ion     Thro'  faith's  mighty    tel  -  e  -  scope? 
this  life    or     in     the  oth  -  er,        It    will  yet    re  -  turn    to    you. 
you  love   it  more  than  Je  -  sus,       It    will  keep  you  from  your  crown, 
hands, which  you  have  strengthened, May  strew  lilies     o  -  ver    you. 
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No.  38      Somebody  Loves  You:  Tis  Jesus. 


Laarene  Highfield. 


COPVRI6HT,  1911,  BY  8.  W.  BEAZLEV. 

owneu  by  Robert  h.  coleman.  Samuel  W.  Beaztey, 
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1.  Though  you    are  h  lp  -  less  and    lone  -  ly    and  poor,  Some  -  bod  -  y 

2.  Though  you    are  wea  -  ry    and      tri  -  als  come  fast,   Some  -  bod  -  y 

3.  Though  you  have  grieved  him   and    sad  -  dened  his  heart,  Some  -  bod  -  y 

4.  Though  you   are  friend  -  less  and  dark  seems  the   way,  Some  -  bod  -  y 
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loves  you:  'tis  Je  -  sus;  Tho5  bit  -  ter  sor  -  rows  you  have  to    en  -  dure, 

loves  you:  'tis  Je  -sus;  His  strength  will  corn-fort  you  ua  -to  the    last, 

loves  you:  'tis  Je  -sus;  You  in    his  ten  -  der  -  ness  still  have    a     part, 

loves  you;  'tis  Je  -  sus;  There  is    one  friend  who  for  -  ev  -  er  will  stay, 
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Some  -  bod  -  y  loves  you:  'tis    Je  -  sus.       Some  -  bod  -  y  loves  you  where- 
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ev  -  er  you  are,Though  from  life's  battles  you've  many  a  scar, Though  in  strange 
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by  -  ways  you've  wandered  a  -  far,  Some  -  bod  -  y  loves  you:  'tis  Je  -  sus 
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No.  39. 


Saved  to  the  Uttermost. 
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COPYRIGHT,  1875  AND  1903,  BV  WM.  J.  KIRKPATRICK. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrkk. 
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1.  Saved  to  the  ut-ter-most:  I     am    the  Lord's;  Je  -  sus    my  Sav  -  ior  sal- 

2.  Saved  to  the  ut-ter-most:  Je  -  sus     is   near;    Keeping  me    safe  -  ly,  He 

3.  Saved  to  the  ut-ter-most:  this  I     can    say,  "Once  all  was  dark-ness,  but 

4.  Saved  to  the  ut-ter-most:  cheer-ful-ly    sing    Loud  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  to 
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va  -  tion  af  -  fords;  Gives  me    His  Spir  -  it     a       wit  -  ness  with  -  in, 

cast-eth  out  fear;     Trust  -  ing  His  prom  -  is  -  e3,      how   I     am  blest; 

now  it     is    day;     Beau  -  ti  -  ful  vi  -  sions  of       glo  -  ry     I     see, 

Je  -  sus    my  King!   Kan-somed  and  par- doned,  re-deemed  by    His  blood, 
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Whisp'ring      of       par  -  don,  and  sav  -  ing    from  sin. 

Lean  -  ing     up  -  on       Him,  how  sweet  is      my    rest. 

Je    -    sus      in      bright  -  ness  re  -  vealed  un  -  to     me. 

Cleansed  from  un  -  right  -  eous-ness,  glo  -  ry      to    God. 


Saved,  saved, 


saved  to    the  ut-ter-most:  Saved,  saved  by  pow  -  er    di-vine;    Saved,  saved, 
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saved   to    the    ut  -  ter  -  most:  Je  -  sus    the  Sav  -  ior    is 


mine. 
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No.  40. 


We  Walk  By  Faith. 


Panny  J.  Crosby,   copyright,  iss5  and  1913,  by  wm.  j.  kirkpatrick.    Wm.  J.  Klrkpatrick. 
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1.  We  walk  by 

2.  We  walk  by 

3.  We  walk  by 

4.  We  walk  by 
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faith, and  0    how  sweet The  flow'rs that 

faith, he  wills    it  so, And  marks  the 

faith, di-vine-ly  blest, On  Him   we 

faith, till  life  shall  end, We'll  walk  with 
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grow beneath  our    feet, And  fragrance  breathe ...     a  -  long  the 

path that  we  should  go; Andwhenat    times our  sky    is 

lean, in  Him  we    rest; The  more  we    trust our  Shepherd's 

Him, our  dear-est  Friend; . . .    Till  safe  we  tread the  fields  of 
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way That  leads  the  soul to  end -less  day 

dim, He  gen-tly  draws us  close  to  Him...., 

care, The  more  His  love 'tis  ours  to  share. . . . 

light, Where  faith  is  lost in  per  -  feet  sight.  . . . 
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We  walk  by  faith,  but  not     a-lone,  Our  Shepherd's  tender  voice  we    hear, 


We  Walk  By  Faith. 
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And  feel  our  hand  with  -  in   His  own,  And  know  that  He  is  al-ways  near. 
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We  Gan  and  Will. 

COPYRIGHT,  1912.   BY  CHAS.  H.  MARSH. 


George  Walker  Whltcomb. 
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1.  Are  we    to   go  where  Je  -  sus  leads  And  ver  -  i  -  f y  how  truth  succeeds? 

2.  0,    not    in    human  strength  we  go    To    bat-tie  with  our  Cap-tain's  foe, 
3. 'Tis  ours  to  turn  men  from  sin's  way,  Or    seek  to  find  them  if    they  stray; 
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Are  we  to  bat  -  tie  with  the  wrong  And  meet  its  boast-ing  with  our  song? 
But  clothed  with  Pen-te-cos-tal  might,  And  with  both  God  and  man  made  right, 
May  we,   un  -  to    the    ut-most  parts, Take  Heav-en's  love  to  hu-man  hearts; 
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We  can  and   will.   We  can   and   will,     We  can   and 
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will, 


God  give  us  grace,  the  foe  to  face,  We  can        and       will. 
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No.  42. 


E.  E.  Rexford. 


How  You  Will  Love  Him! 

COPYRIGHT.   1910,   Bv  HOMER  A.  ROOEHEAVER. 
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£& 


4=fc 


S=& 


^^^yv^TP 


1.  Ye     who  wander,  of  sin  grown  wear-y ,  Lonely  and  far  from  the  safe  home-fold, 

2.  Come, and  coming,find  peace  and  pardon  Waiting  for  you  at  the  place  of  prayer; 

3.  You  should  know  of  this  love  so  tender, Love  that  is  steadfast, and  deep, and  true; 

4.  Come, and  find  that  you  cannot  fath-om  Love  like  Christ's  till  you  taste  and  see; 
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Come  and  learn  what  the  love  of  Christ  is,  Love  whose  gladness  can  ne'er  be  told. 
Kneel  and   ask  for  a  soul  for-giv-en,— Christ  isyearn-ing  to  meet  you  there. 
Come  and  share  in  its  sweetness  with  me,Come,and  find  that  my  Christ  loves  you. 
Heights  and  depths  of  the  love  of   Je-sus    No  man  knows  till  it  sets  him  free. 
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0,bow  you'll  love  Him  when  you  know  Him!  Know  the  Christ  who  died  to  set  you  free; 

to  set  you  free; 
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On  Calv'ry's  cross  His  heart  was  broken,  Bro-ken  there  for  yon,  for  mel 


J)    J> 


fe^ 


■Sl   -ft 


£ 


fff?. 


r 


i 


&$ 


I*   h   k 

p  5  p  b 


No.  43. 


Only  a  Smiie. 


Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley.        copyright.  1913.  bychas.  h.  gabriel. 


B.  D.  Ackley. 
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1.  On-ly  a  smile,  that  is    cheer -y  and  bright,  Pierc-ing  the  gloom  like  a 

2.  On-ly  a  smile,  but  some  soul  in    dis-tress,  Needs  just  the  joy  of   its 

3.  On-ly  a  smile,  but    a  heart  that  de-spaired  Gathered  new  hope  when  it 

4.  On-ly  a  smile,  but   it   brings  a     re-ward— It       is  not  vain   if    we 
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ray      in   the  night;       Some  one  will  wel-come  its  warmth  with  de- light, 

lov  -  ing   car  -  ess;         Naught  can  its  sweet  in  -  spi  -  ra  -  tion   re  -  press, 

found  some  one  cared,      Eas  -  ing  the  bur  -  den  that  no   one  had  shared, 

smile  for  the  Lord;        So     keep  your  heart  and  your  smile  in    ac  -cord, 
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On  -  ly      a   smile,    on-ly      a     smile. 
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On-ly    a  smile  will  make 
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sunshine  your  own;  On-ly    a  smile,  lets  its    glo-ry 
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smile,  help  His  love  to  make  known,  On-ly     a  smile, 


^fig^t 


r 

on-ly    a  smile 

a    smile,  a  smile 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


SinGe  I  Found  My  Savior. 

COPYRIGHT,  1892,   CY  JOHN  R.  SWENEY. 
U3ED  BY  PERMISSION. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Life  wears  a    dif  -  f'rent  face    to    me,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior; 

2.  He    sought  me  in      His    wondrous  love,     So  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior; 

3.  The    pass  -  ing  clouds  may  in  -  ter-vene,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior, 

4.  A     strong  hand  kind  -  ly    holds  my  own,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior; 
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Eich  mer-cy    at     the  cross  I     see,   My    dy  -  ing,  liv  -  ing  Sav -ior. 

He  brought  sal-va  -  tion  from  a-bove,  My  dear,  al-might-y    Sav -ior. 

But    He      is  with  me,  tho'  un-seen,  My    ev  -  er-pres-ent  Sav-ior. 

It     leads  me  on -ward  to     the  throne;  0  there  I'll  see     my  Sav-ior. 
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Gold  -  en  sun-beams  'round  me  play,        Je  -  sus  turns  my  night  to    day, 
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Heav- en  seems  not     far      a  -  way,      Since    I    found   my    Sar  -  ior. 
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No.  45. 


H.  T.  Fisher. 


Eternity ! 

COPYRIGHT,  1907,  BY  H.  T.  FISHER. 
W.  ELMER  BAILEY,  OWNER. 


M-  M.  Snyder. 
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1.  E  -  ter  -  ni-  ty!  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty !  When  day  and  night  shall  cease  to  be, 

2.  E-ter-ni-ty!  E-ter-ni-ty!  The    Judgment  shall  thy    wit-ness  be, 

3.  E-ter-ni-tyl  E -ter- ni-ty!  When  saved  or    lost  my   soulshallbe; 

4.  E-ter-ni-ty!  E-ter-ni-ty!  Thy    ter -rors  turn  to     vic-to-ry, 
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And  time  is  swal-lowed  up  in  thee,  How  long,  how  long,  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty! 


m*E 


When  God  shall  fix  the  just  de-cree  To  stand  thro' all 
Lord,  help  me  now  my  guilt  to  flee,  And  help  me  for 
For  Christ  from  sin  hath  set  me  free,  And  saves  for     all 
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E-ter-ni-ty!    E-ter-ni-ty!  Dread  day  of  death  and  doom  to  be; 
Last  verse.  E-ter-ni-ty!    E-ter-ni-ty!  Thro'  Christ  I  find  the  vie  -  to-ry; 
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Thy  warning  words  my  soul  would  flee— Pre-pare  to  meet  e  -  ter  -  ni-ty! 
He  saves  me  now  and  sets  me   free,  Praise  Him  for  all    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty! 
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No.  46.     AH  the  Way  My  Savior  Leads  Me. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior  leads  me;  What  have  I       to    ask  be -side? 

2.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior  leads  me,  Cheers  each  wind-ing  path  I  tread, 

3.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior  leads  me;     0    the  ful  -  ness  of  His  lovel 
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Can  I  doubt  His  ten-der  mer  -  cy,  Who  thro'  life  has  been  my  Guide? 
Gives  me  grace  for  ev-'ry  tri  -  al,  Feeds  me  with  the  liv  -  ing  bread; 
Per -feet  rest    to   me   is  prom-ised    In     my  Fa-ther's  house  a  -  bove: 
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Heav'nly  peace,  di  -  vin- est  com -fort,  Hereby   faith   in  Him   to  dwell! 
Tho'  my  wear -y    steps  may  fal  -  ter,  And  my  soul     a-thirst  may    be, 
When  my  spir  -  it,  clothed  im-mor  -  tal,  Wings  its  flight   to  realms  of    day, 
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For  I  know,  what-e'erbe-fall  me,  Je-sus  do-eth  all  things  well;  well. 
Gush-ing  from  the  Rock  be-fore  me,  Lo!  a  spring  of  joy  I  see;  see. 
This  my  song  thro' end-less  a  -  ges,  Je-sus  led    me  all    the    way;  way. 
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0  That  Will  Be  Glory. 
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1.  When  all  my   Ia-borsand  tri-als  are  o'er,  And  I    am  safe  on  that 

2.  When,  by  the  gift  of   His   in  -  fin  -  ite  grace,  I    am  ac-cord-ed   in 

3.  Friends  will  be  there  I  have  loved  long  a  -  go;  Joy  like   a   riv  -  er    a- 
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beau  -  ti  -  f ul   shore,    Just   to     be   near  the  dear  Lord    I  a  -  dore, 

heav  -  en      a     place,    Just   to     be  there  and   to     look  on  His  face, 

round  me    will    flow;     Yet,  just    a    smile  from  my   Sav  -  ior,  I  know, 
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glo -ry  for  me,        Glo-ry  for  me,  glo-ryfor  me;       When  by  His  grace 


glo-ry  for  me, 


Glo-ry  for   me, 


glo-ry  for      me; 
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I  shall  look  on  His  face,   That  will  be  glo-ry,  be    glo-ry  for 
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Jesus  On  the  Gross. 

COPYRIGHT,   1914,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


B.  D.  Ackley. 


fefa£ 


M 


# 


$=£ 


m 


-&- 


^=\=i 


* 


t=» 


P=i^ 


1 


1.  A         vi  -  sion  goes  b9-fore  me,  day    by   day,  Je-sus,  bless -ed 

2.  And   when     I     see  Him  there  in     ag  -  o  -  ny,  Je-sus,  bless -ed 

3.  For     me      He  came  from  glo  -  ry     to     the  grave,  Je-sus,  bless -ed 

4.  Hence-forth  that    I     my  grat  -  i  -  tude  may  prove,  Je-sus,  bless -ed 
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Je-sus  on  the  cross! 

Je-sus  on  the  cross! 

Je-sus  on  the  cross! 

Je-sus  on  the  cross! 
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It    keeps    me    in    the  straight  and  nar  - 
I     mar  -  vel    at     His   sac  -  ri  -  fice 
To    save    my  soul  His  life    for   me 
I     con  -  S3 -crate  to  Him  my  heart 
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for  me, 
He  gave, 
of    love, 
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Je-sus,  bless-ed  Je-sus    on    the  cross!      I      see  my  lov-ingSav-iorthro' my 


tears;(thro'  my  tears;)His  mem-o-ry  I  cher-ish  all  the  years:  (all  the  years;  )My  heart  no 
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lon-ger  fears,  since  His  sac-ri-flce  ap-pears,  Je-sus,  blessed  Je-sus  on  the  cross! 
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He  is  So  Precious  to  Me. 

COPYRIGHT,  1902,   BY  CHAS.   H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,  1807,  BY  E    O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


M££k&m%=&&m 


1.  So  pre-cious  is    Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,  my  King,  His  praise  all  the  day  long 

2.  He  stood  at  my  heart's  door  'mid  sunshine  and  rain,  And  pa-tient-ly  wait  -  ed 

3.  I  stand  on  the  moun-tain  of  bless  -  ing  at   last,    No  cloud  in  theheav-ena 

4.  I  praise  Him  be-cause  He  ap-point-ed    a  place  Where,  some  day,  thro'  faith  in 
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with  rap  -ture  I  sing;  To  Him  in  my  weak-ness  for  strength  I  can  cling, 
an  en-trance  to  gain;  What  shame  that  so  long  He  en- treat -ed  in  vain, 
a  shad  -  ow  to  cast;  His  smile  is  up  -  on  me,  the  val  -  ley  is  past, 
His  won- d3r-ful  grace,   I  know   I    shall  see  Him— shall  look  on  His  face, 
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Choeus.  Faster. 
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For   Ho    is      so  pre-cious  to      me.  For   He    is      so    pre-cious  to 
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pre-cious    to     me,  so  pre-cious     to    me; 

me,    . .      .    For   He  is   so  pre-cious  to   me;    .     .      . 'T  is  heaven  be- 
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low  My  Re-deem -er    to  know,  For  He     is     so  pre-cious  to     me. 
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Gount  Your  Blessings. 
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1.  When  up  -  on  life's  bil-lows  you  are  tem-pest- tossed, When  you  are    dis- 

2.  Are    you    ev  -  er  burdened  with  a  load  of     care?  Does  the  cross  seem 

3.  When  you  look  at    oth-ers  with  their  lands  and  gold, Think  that  Christ  has 

4.  So,      a  -  mid  the  conflict,wheth-er great  or    small,    Do    not    be    dis- 
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couraged,  thinking  all  is  lost,  Count  your  man-y  blessings,  name  them  one  by 
heav  -  y  you  are  called  to  bear?  Count  youi  man-y  blessings,  ev  -  'ry  doubt  will 
promised  you  His  wealth  un-told;  Count  your  man-y  blessings,  mon-ey  can  not 
couraged, God  is     o  -  ver    all;  Count  your  man-y  blessings,  an -gels  will    at- 
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one,  And  it  will  surprise  you  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

fly,    And  you  will  be  singing  as  the  days  go    by.     Count  your  blessings,  Name  them 

buy  Your  reward  in  heaven,  nor  your  home  on  high. 

tend,Help  and  comfort  give  you  to  your  journey's  end. 

Count  your  many  blessings, 
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one     by     one;  Count  your  blessings, See  what  God  hath    done;  Count      your 

Name  them  one  by  one.  Count  youi  many  lies- tings.  See  what  God  hath  done;  Count  your  many 


*    *     V  • 


Gount  Your  Blessings. 


blessings,  Name  them  one  by  one;  Countyour  many  blessings,  SeewhatGodhathdone. 
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No.  51 
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Bringing  In  the  Sheaves. 


George  A.  Minor. 
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1.  Sow-ing  in   ths  morning,  sow-ing  seeds  of  kind-ness,  Sowing  in  the  noon-tido 

2.  Sow-ing  in   the  sun-shine,  sowing  in    the  shad-ows,  Fearing  neither  clouds  nor 

3.  Go  then,  ev-  er  weep-ing,  sow-ing  lor  the  Mas-  ter,  Tho'  the  loss  sustained  our 
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and  the  dew -y  eve;  Wait-ing  for  the  har- vest,  and  the  time  of  reap-ing, 
win-ter's  chill-ing  breeze;  By  and  by  the  har-  vest,  and  the  la  -  bor  end  -  ed, 
spir  -  it  oft  -  en  grieves;  When  our  weeping  'so-  ver,  He  will  bid    us  wel-come, 
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We  shall  come,  re-joie-ing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves.  Bringing  in  the  sheaves,  bringing 
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in  the  sheaves,  We  shall  come  .rejoicing ,  bringing  in  the  sheaves ;  bringing  in  the  sheaves. 
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Jesus  Saves, 
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1.  We    have  heard  the   joy  -  ful  sound:  Je  -  sus  saves! 

i      2.  Waft  it     on  the  roll  -  ing   tide:  Je  -  sus  saves  I 

3.  Sing    a  -  bove  the  bat  -  tie  strife,  Je  -  sus  saves! 

4.  Give  the  winds  a  might  -  y  voice:  Je  -  sus  saves! 
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Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
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Spread  the 
TeU  to 
By  His 
Let     the 


ti  -  dings  all      a  -  round:  Je  -  sus  saves! 

sin  -  ners   far    and  wide:  Je  -  sus  saves! 

death   and  end,- less    life,  Je  -  sus  saves! 

na  -  tions  now    re  -  joice, —  Je  -  sus  saves! 


Je-  sus 
Je  •  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Jo  -  sus  saves! 
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Bear  the 
Sing,  ye 
Sing  it 
Shout  sal 


news     to    ev  -  'ry    land,  Climb  the  steeps  and 

is  -  lands  of      the    sea;    Ech  -  o    back,   ye 

soft  -  ly  thro'  the  gloom,  When  the  heart  for 

-va-tionfull     and  free,    High -est   hills   and 


cross  the  waves; 
o  -  cean  caves; 
mer  -  cy  craves; 
deep -est  caves; 
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On-ward!— 'tis    our  Lord's  com-mand;     Je  -  sus  saves!  Je  -  sus 

Earth  shall  keep    her    ju  -  bi  -  lee:        Je  -sus  saves!  Je  -  sus 

Sing    in      tri-umph  o'er  the    tomb,— Je  -  sus  saves!  Je  -  sus 

This  our    song     of    vie  -  to    -  ry, —    Je  -  sus  saves!  Je  -  sus 


saves! 
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It  Is  Well  With  My  Soul. 
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1.  When  peace, like  a     riv  -  er,   at-tend-eth  my  way,  When  sor-rows  like 

2.  Tho'    Sa  -  tan  should  buf-fet,  tho'  tri  -  als  should  come,  Let  this  blest  as- 

3.  My      sin— oh,  the  bliss    of   this  glo  -  ri-  ous  tho't— My    sin — not    in 

4.  And,  Lord,  haste  the  day  when  the  faith  shall  be  sight,    The  clouds  be  rolled 
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sea  -  bil-lows  roll;  What-ev  -  er  my  lot,  Thou  hast  taught  me  to  say, 
sur-ance  con-trol,  That  Christ  has  re-gard  -  ed  my  help -less  es-tate, 
part,  but  the  whole,  Is  nailed  to  the  cross  and  - 1  bear  it  no  more, 
back  as    a  scroll,  The  trump  shall  re-sound  and  the  Lord  shall  de-scend, 
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with  my   soul,.     ...        It     is    well,     it     is     well  with  my  soul. 

with  my     soul, 
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Over  and  Over  Again. 
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1.  How  man-y  times  has  He  lightened  our  cares,  O-ver  and  o-ver   a-  gain!  How 

2.  He  ne'er  re-fus-es  to  hear,  tho' we  call    0  -  ver  and  o-ver   a-  gain,  Sends 

3.  Tho'  we  may  wander  in  by-ways  of  sin,    0  -  ver  and  o-ver    a-  gain,  The 
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many  times  has  He  answered  our  priyers,  Over  and  over  a  -  gain!  Then  tell  of  His 
show'rs  of  blessings  so  freely  on  all,    O-ver  and  o-ver  a  -  gain;  Oh,  why  are  you 
heart  of  Je-sus  will  bid  us  come  in,   O-ver  and  o-ver  a  -  gain;  Then  let  us  be 
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good-ness  to  thee  and  to  thine,  And  tell  of  His  mercies  to  me  and  to  mine,  Re- 
si  -  lent  so  often,  so  long, Yf  hen  telling  the  story  will  turn  them  from  wrong?  Then 
will  -  ing,wher-ev-er  the  place,  To  tell  of  His  kindness,  His  pardon,  His  grace,  And 
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peat  the  old  sto-ry  of  par-don  di- vine,  6- ver  and  o-ver  a  -  gain. 

tell    it,   0  tell  it  in  praise  or  m  song, 

someday  in  glory  we '11  look  on  His  face,  o     -     -     ver      and    o-ver  a-  gain. 
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and     o  -  ver  a  -  gain,  and     o  -  ver  a  -  gain, 
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Over  and  Over  A£ain. 
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Owhat  awon-der-ful  sto-ry  to  tell,     O-verand  o-ver   a  -  gain. 
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No.  55.         Have  Thine  Own  Way.  Lord! 


A,  A.  P. 
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1.  Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord!  Have  Thine  own   way!  Thou  art  the 

2.  Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord!  Have  Thine  own   way!  Search  me  and 

3.  Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord!  Have  Thine  own   way!  Wound-ed  and 

4.  Have  Thine  own  way,  Lord!  Have  Thine  own   way!  Hold  o'er  my 
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Pot  -  ter; 
try  me 
wea  -  ry 
be    -    ing 


BS 


I     am  the  clay. 

Mas-ter,  to   -  day! 

Help  me,  I  pray! 

Ab- so -lute  sway! 
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Mould  me  and  make     me 
Whit  -  er  than  snow,   Lord, 
Pow  -  er — all    pow   -  er — 
Fill    with  Thy  Spir   -   it 
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Aft  -  er 
Wash  me 
Sure  -  ly 
Till     all 


Thy    will,  While  I    am  wait  -  ing,  Yield-ed  and     still, 

just    now,  As      in  Thy  pres  -  ence  Hum-bly    I      bow. 

is     Thine!  Touch  me  and  heal  me,   Sav  -  ior  di  -  vine! 

shall  see  Christ  on  -  ly,   al  -  ways,  Liv  -  ing  in       me! 
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No.  56. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Will  There  Be  Any  Stars 

COPYRIGHT,   1897,   BY  JNO.  R.  8WENEY. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  I     am  think-ing  to-day   of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land   I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me    la  -  bor  and  pray,  Let  me  watch  as    a 

3.  Oh,  what  joy  it    will  be  when  His  face    I    be -hold,  Liv-inggems  at  His 
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sun    go  -  eth  down;  When  thro'  won-der-ful  grace  by  my    Sav  -  ior   I  stand. 

win  -  ner   of   souls;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the    glo  -  ri  -  ous  day, 

feet   to    lay  down;  It  would  sweet-en  my  bliss    in  the    cit  -  y     of  gold, 
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Will  there  be    an  -  y  stars  in  my  crown? 

When  His  praise  like  the  sea  -  bil-low  rolls.  Will  there  be   an  -  y  stars,  an  -  y 

Should  there  be  an  -  y  stars  in  my  crown. 
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stars   in  my  crown  When  at  evening  the  sun  go-eth    down?   .  .  .  When  I 

go  -  eth  down? 

I 


wake  with  the  blest  In  the  mansions  of  rest,  Will  there  be  any  stars  in  my  crown? 

an  -  y  stars  in  my  crown? 


No,#57.    The  Way  of  the  Gross  Leads  Home. 
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1.  I  must  needs  go  home  by    the  way    ot    the  cross.  There's  no  oth-er 

2.  I  must  needs  go    on     in    the  blood-sprinkled  way,  The  path  that  the 

3.  Then   I     bid  fare  -  well  to    the  way    of    the  world,  To  walk   in      it 


fc=fc£ 


m ~_t 


M 


*—^ 


Si 


way  but  this;  I  shall  ne'er  get  sight  of  the  Gates  of  Light, 
Sav  -  ior  trod,  If  I  ev  -  er  climb  to  the  heights  sub  -  lime, 
nev  -  er    more;     For    my  Lord  says"  Come,,,  and  I    seek    my   home, 
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If  the  way  of  the  cross  I  miss. 
Where  the  soul  is  at  home  with  God. 
Where  He  waits  at   the     o  -  pen  door. 


The  way   of    the  cross  leads 
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home,  The   way     of     the  cross  leads  home;  It    b 

leads   home,  leads  home: 
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sweet  to  know,  as     I     on -ward  go,  The  way    of    the  cross  leads  home. 
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No.  58.        Jesus  is  All  the  World  to  Me. 


W.  L.  T. 
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1.  Je  -  su8  is  all  the  world  to  me,  My   life,  my  joy,    my  all; 

2.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me,  My  Friend  in    tri  -  als  sore; 

3.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me,  And  true    to  Him    I'll  be; 

4.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me,  I    want  no    bet  -  ter  friend; 
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He     is    my  strength  from  day  to  day,  With-out  Him  I     would 
I       go     to  Him  for  bless-ings,  and    He  gives  them  o'er  and 
Oh,  how  could  1     this  Friend  de  -  ny,  When  He's  so    true    to 
I     trust  Him  now,  I'll  trust  Him  when  Life's  fleet-ing  days  shall 
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fall, 
o'er, 
me? 
end. 
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When  I     am    sad,    to     Him  I      go,         No    oth  -  er   '  one     can 

He    sends  the    sun -shine    and  the    rain,        He  sends  the    har- vest's 

Fol  -  low-ing  Him     I      know  I'm  right,       He  watch -es     o'er    me 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful    life    with   such  a   Friend;    Beau  -  ti  -  ful     life    that 
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cheer  me  so;  When  I    am  sad  He  makes  me  glad,  He's  my      Friend, 

gold -en  grain;  Sun-shine  and  rain,  har- vest  of  grain,  He's  my      Friend, 

day  and  night;  Fol-low-ing  Him,  by   day  and  night,  He's  my      Friend. 

has     no  end;    E-ter-nal  life,     e  -  ter-nal  joy,  He's  my      Friend. 
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No.  59. 


Bev.  Fobd  0.  Ottman. 


Jesus  is  Coming. 

Copyright,  1913,  by  8.  D.  Ackley. 
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1.  Hear  the  glad  tidings,  O  Bride  of  the  Bridegroom!  Rouse  ye  from  slumber,  the 

2.  Loins  should  be  girded  and  lights  should  be  burning,Watchmen  are  sounding  the 

3.  Cloudless  the  morning  for  -which  we  have  waited,  Wait-ed  so  wea  -  ri  -  ly 

4.  Sleep-iug  or  wak-ing,  redeem 'd  ones  to-geth-er,  Caught  up,  the  King  in His 
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night  is  far  gone;  Mys-tic  in  splen-dor,  the  morn-ing  star  shin- eth, 
Jub  -  i  -  lee  horn;  Zi  -  on,  her  head  from  the  dust  is  now  lift-ing, 
wait-ed  so  long!  Now  it  is  com-ing,  O  sing  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
beau-ty  shall  see;    Death  with  its  sting, shall  a  -  gain  threaten  nev  -  er; 
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Her- 
Hail- 
Sing 
We, 
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aid  -ing 
ing  the 
it!  For 
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break  of   that  glo  -  ri  -  ous  morn.  I  T     Bna    .    rt^w   . 

this    is     the  true  glo  -  ry    song.  [  Je-SUS    1S  com-*ng> 
Lord  shall  for  -  ev  -  er-  mora  be.    * 
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sing  Hal-  le  -  lu-  jah! 
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Je-  sus  is  com-ing,  in 
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glo-ry    to  reign; 
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com-ing,  O  sing  Hal-  le  -  lu-  jah,   Je-sus  is  com-ing    a  -  gain  .    . 

.  ^  is    coming  a- gain. 
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W.  G.  Brown. 
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As  a  Vojunteer. 

COPYRIGHT,   1907,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  A    call  for  loy-al  soldiers  Comes  to  one  and     all;    Sol-diers  for  the  con-flict, 

2.  Yes,  Jesus  calls  for  soldiers  Who  are  filled  with  pow'r,  Soldiers  who  will  serve  Him 

3.  He  calls  you, for  He  loves  you  With  a  heart  most  kind,  He  whose  heart  was  broken, 

4.  And  when  the  war  is  o-ver,  And  the  vie  -  fry   won,  When  the  true  and  faith-ful 
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Will  you  heed  the  call?  Will  you  an-swer  quick-ly,  With  a  read-y  cheer, 
Ev  - 'ry  day  and  hour;  He  will  not  for -sake  you,  He  is  ev  -  er  near; 
Bro-ken  for  man-kind;  Now,  just  now  He  calls  you,  Calls  in  ac-cents  clear, 
Gath-er  one    by    one,      He  will  crown  with  glo  -  ry     All  who  there  ap-pear; 
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D.  S. — /e  -  5ms    is  £Ae  Cap-tain,     We  will  nev-er  fear; 
FlNE-   Chorus. 
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*Will  yon  be    en  -  list  -  ed  As    a     vol  -  un  -  teer?  A  vol  -  un-teer  for  Je 
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Will  you  be    en  -  list  -  ed  As    a    vol  -  un  -  teer? 
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A    sol  -  dier    true!     Oth-ers  have  en -list- ed,    Why     not    yon? 

Oh,  why  not? 
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No.  61.      Whom.  Having  Not  Seen,  I  Love. 


Maud  Frazer. 
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1.  A  Friend  havo  I    who  standeth  near,  To   com-fort 

2.  In     vain  may  fan  -  cy  strive  to  trace  My  Sav-ior's 

3.  Tho  prc-ciouo  hope  I  have  each  day   II  -  lu-mines 

4.  With  that  fair  man-sion  e'er  in  view,  My  pil-giim 


me  and 
i  beauty 
all  my 
jour-ney 
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still  each  fear; 
and  His  grace; 
earth-ly  way, 
I      pur-sue, 

J- 


m 


1 — I N — I 1 S — N P 1 


l 

It       is     my  Lord  and  Sav-ior  dear,  Whom,  hav-ing  not  seen,  I  love. 

More  fair  than  I    can  dream,  His  face,  Whom,  hav-ing  not  seen,  I  love. 

That  He  will  take    me  home  to  stay,  Whom,  hav-ing  not  seen,  I  love. 

And  try    my  Sav  -  ior's  will    to  do,  Whom,  hav-ing  not  seen,  I  love. 
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Chorus. 
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And  He    is  pre-par-ing  a   place  .  .  .  .Forme    in  His  home  a- bo  ve,  .  . 

And    He  is  pra-par-ing  a  place  For   me  in     His  home  a-bove. 
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Reach  Out  a  helping  hand. 


COPYRIGHT,  1914,  BY  R.  KEL80  CARTER. 


R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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i.  Reach  out 

2.  Reach  out 

3.  Reach  out 

4.  Reach  out 

~  „  f-  -p-: 


a  help-ing  hand  in  -  to  the  wave,  See  how  the  dark  waters  frown; 
a  help-ing  hand  to  those  you  meet,  Tramping  about  in  the  town; 
a  help-ing  hand  with  Heaven's  light, Point  out  the  way  to  the  crown; 
a  help-ing  hand,  stop  not  to  think,  Quick,  or  an-oth-er  will  drown! 
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Reach  out  -an  ear-nest  hand  quick-ly  to  save, 
Wan-d'ring  and  lost  in  the  pit  -  i -less  street, 
Where  'neath  the  cross  in  the  strain  of  the  fight, 
While  you  are  wait-ing  right  o  -  ver  thebrink, 


Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 


-bod-ys 
-bod-y's 
•bod-y's 
-bod-y's 


sink-ing  down, 

sink  ing  down, 

sink-ing  down, 

sink-ing  down. 


Chorus. 
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Reach  out    a  help-ing  hand  in  -  to  the  wave!  Some-hod-y's  sink-ing    down; 
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Reach  out  a  quick  hand,  reach  out  a  kind  hand,  Somebody 's  sink  -  ing   down. 
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Work  in  the  Valley. 
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1.  With  Christ  on    the  moun-tain  of  bless-ing      a  -  lone,    En  -rap-tured  our 

2.  To       run-som  lost   sin  -  ners  He  died  on    the    tree,  Then  back  to     the 

3.  Shrink  not  from  the  task,  tho'  your  du  -  ty    may    lay  Where  shades  in    the 

4.  Wit-ti  love  for    the  Sav  -  ior,  your  heart  all     a  -  glow,  Come  down  from  the 
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spir  -  its  would  stay,      But  du  -  ty  points  down  to  the  val  -  ley  be  -  low,  And 

glo  -  ry-land  sped;    The  work  He's  com-mit-ted  to  you  and  to    me,  Am- 

val  -ley  are    deep;     The  Mas-ter  has  gone  ev-'ry  step  of  the  way,  Aud 

moun-tain  of    prayer,    In  high-ways  and  hedges    to  fear-less  -  ly    go  And 
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we  must  be  swift  to  o-  bey. 

bas-sa-dors  here  in  His  stead.      Go  down  in  the  val-ley  with  Je      -      sus, 

He  close  be-side  you  will  keep. 

seek  for  the  wan-der-ing  there.  the  val  -  ley  with  Je  -  sus. 
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Go  down  in    the   val  -  ley  with   Je  sus, 

.  the      val  -  ley  with    Him, 
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find,  the  mained  and  the  blind,  Go  down  in  the  val  -  ley  with  Je    - 
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No.  64. 


He  is  the  Kin&  of  Love. 


Rev.  A.    ft.   Acknej.  CunrhiGm,  19ra.  81  crIAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 


B.  D.  Ackey. 
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1.  For  service    I    am    set  a-part,  Changed  by  His  love,  my  wayward  heart, 

2.  I        do   not  fear  the  dawn  of  day       Shall  fill  my  soul  with  deep  dis-may; 

3.  His  matchless  splendor  shall  un-f  old      The  pearl-y  gates,  the  streets  of  gold 
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No   oth -er  friend  can  life  im-part,  For  He  is  the  King  of  Love.        ^* 

'Fear  not,  my  child*'  I  hear  Him  say,  For  He  is  the  King  of  Love. 

The  glo  -  ry    of  that  world  untold,  For  He  is  the  King  of  Love. 
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In  ten-drest  tones  He  spsaks  to  me,  "I  have  revealed  my-self  to  thee, 
I  do  not  ask  to  rule  and  reign,  To  cher-ish  pride  or  seek  to  gain; 
When  I  shall  see  His  lov-ingface,     Theau-thorof    re-deem-ing  grace, 
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Go  tell  the  world  to  come  and  see,"  For 
The  friend-ship  of  the  world  is  vain,  For 
How  sweet  will  be  the  King's  embrace,For 
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He  is  the  King,  He  is  the  King, 

He    is  the  King  of      Love,  He    is  the  King  of      Love, 

He  is  the     King,  is  the  King  of   Love,  He     is  the  King  of 
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He  Is  the  Kin&  of  Love. 
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Glo  -  ry  and  hon-or   be  to  Himonearthandinheav'na  -  bove, 

Love,  on        earth  and  in  heav'n  a-bove, 
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Glo  -  ry   and  hon  -  or 
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t»    to  Him  For    He     is  the  King  o!  Love 


No.  65. 

London  Hymn  Book. 


I  Love  Him. 


USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


8.  C.  Poster. 
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1.  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  with  all  its  charm;  Gone   are   my  sins  and 

2.  Once     I    was  lost    up  -  on  the  plains  of   sin;     Once  was     a  slave  to 

3.  Once     I    was  bound,  but  now   I    am  set  free;     Once    I     was  blind,  but 
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all  that  would  a- larm;  Gone  ev  -  er-more,  and   by  His  grace  I  know  The 

doubts  and  fears  within;   Once  was  a-fraid    to  trust  a    lov-ing  God,  But 

now  the  light  I    see;     Once  I     was  dead,  but  now  in  Christ  I   live,  To 
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D.  S.— Because  He  first  loved  me,  And 

D.S. 


Fine.  c™rus' 


^       N       ^  N     |S     K     „      „  FINE.     ^   —      ^       ^  U.S. 


V       ~     -  -  *  -5.  f- 

pre-cious  blood  of  Je-sus  cleanses  white  as  snow. 

now  my  guilt  is  washed  a-way  in  Je  -  sus'  blood.    I   love  Him,    I    love  Him, 

tell  the  world  the  peace  that  He  a-lone  can  give. 
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purchased  my  saliva  -  tion  On  Calv'ry's  tree. 
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His  Plan. 
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COPYRIGHT.   1914,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  There's  on -ly  one  way  that  this  lost  world  can  know  That  Je  -  sus  for 

2.  If   Christ's  first  dis  -  cip  -  les    had    si  -  lent  -  ly  gone,  And  been  to  their 

3.  Tell      oth  -  ers  what  Je  -  sus    has  done  for  your  soul,  Of  sins  thro' His 

4.  Dear  Mas-ter,  we  has -ten  the  sto  -  ry      to    tell,  And  pass  on  the 
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sin  -  nershath  died: 
great  trust  un  -  true; 
blood  washed  a-way ; 
life-giv-ing    word; 


To  spread  the  glad  tidings  He's  bid-den  us  go, 
God's  plan  of  sal-va-tion  we  could  not  have  known- 

And  bid  them  on  Him  ev-'ry  bur-den  to  roll, 
Then  they  must  tell  oth-ers,  and  they,  oth-ers  still, 
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Chorus. 
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And  no  oth-er  way  doth  pro -vide. 
His  mer-cyfor  me  and  for  you. 
And  taste  His  sal  -  va  -  tion  to  -  day. 
Till     all    the  glad  mes-sage  have  heard. 


He's  counting  on     us       the 
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sto  -  ry    to    tell,     His  scheme  of    re-demp-tion  for     man;  .     .    He's 

for    man: 


count-ing  on  you,  He's  counting  on  me,  The  Mas-ter  has  no  oth-er    plan. 
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No.  67. 


Priscilla  J.  Owens. 


We  Have  an  Anchor. 

COPYRIGHT,  1882  AND  1010,  BV  WM.  J.  KIRkPATRICK. 

USED  BV  PERMISSION. 


Wm.  J.  Ktrkpatricfc. 
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1.  Will  your  an  -  chor  hold    in     the  storms  of      life,  When  the  clouds  un- 

2.  It      is     safe  -  ly  moored, 'twill  the  storm  withstand,  For    'tis    well    se- 

3.  It     will  firm  -  ly     hold    in     the  straits  of     fear,  When  the  break-ers 

4.  It     will  sure  -  ly     hold    in     the  floods  of    death,When  the    wa  -  ters 

5.  When  our  eyes  be  -  hold  thro'  the  gath-  'ring  night  The    cit  -  y        of 
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fold     their    wings  of  strife?  When  the  strong  tides  lift,  and  the    ca  -  bles  strain, 
cured  by  the  Sav-ior's  hand;  And  the    ca-bles,  passed  from  His  heart  to  mine, 
have  told  the  reef   is    near,  Tho'  the  tempest  rave    and  the  wild  winds  blow, 
cold  chill  our  la -test  breath,  On   the  ris  -  ing  tide     it    can   nev-er    fail, 
cold,    our      har-bor  bright,  We  shall  an  -chor  fast    by    the  heav'nly  shore. 
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Will  your  an  -  chor  drift,  or     firm  re  -  main? 

Can   de  -  fy    the  blast,  thro' strength  di- vine. 

Not   an    an  -  gry  wave  shall  our  bark  o'erflow.    We  have  an  an -chor  that 

While  our  hopes  a  -  bide  with  -  in     the    veil. 

With  the  storms  all  past  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more 
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keeps  the  soul  Steadfast  and  sure  while  the  bil  -  lows  roll,  Fastened  to    the 
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Rock  which  can-not  move,  Grounded  firm  and  deep    in-    the  Sav-ior's  love. 
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No.  68. 


Steady  and  True. 


Katharine  A.  Grimes.       copyright,  1913,  by  chas.  h.  gabriel. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel,  Jr. 
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1.  Stead -y     and  true    in    the    up-ward  way,    Nev-er   to     fal-ter,  or 

2.  Stead  -  y    and  true  thro'  the  sun  -  ny  days,   Help-ing  my  broth-er    to 

3.  Stead  -y    and  true  when  the  dark-ness  falls,  Fol-low-ing   Christ  as  my 
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faint,  pr    fear;    So  would  I    trav  -  el  from  day    to    day,  Know-ing  my 
rise    and  smile;  Scat-ter-ing    joy   in  some  lone  -  ly    way,  Cheer-ing  some 
bea  -  con  light,  Keep-ing  the  path  where  His  dear  voice  calls,  Wheth-er  'tis 
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Chorus. 
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Lord  13       near,        (my    Lord     is     near.) 

heart      the    while,   (some  heart  the  while.)  Stead-y      and  true   as    the 
noon       or     night.    ('tis    noon  or    night  j 
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stars  that  shine,  So  would  I       keep  this  heart    of   mine,  Fit  for     a 
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gift  to  my    Lord   di  -  vine;  Stead-y,    stead-y    and     true 

Stead-y,       stead   -   y, 


•y      and    true. 
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No.  69. 


I  Shall  Dwell  Forever  There. 


COPYRIGHT,  1911,  BY  RODEHEAVER-ACKLEY  CO. 

Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley.  homer  rooeheaver,  owner. 
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1.  When  the  night  is    o'er  and  the  shad-ows  past,  And  e  -  ter-naldawndis- 

2.  Tho'   my   sky   be  filled  with  the  clouds  of  time,  And  my  soui  is  burdened 

3.  How  my  heart  will  sing  when  I     see   the  King,  For  there  is   no  sovereign 
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pels  the  gloom  of   earth  -  ly     care,    In    the  home    of  God      I    shall 

with  fore-bod-ihgs  of       de  -  spair,  Yet,  my  heart    is  cheered,  for   the 

that  with  Je  -  sus   can    com -pare;  So    the   sac  -  ri  -  fice     of      a 
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rest  at  last,  In  the  land  of  E-den  I  shall  dwell  f  or  -  ev  -  er  there. 
hope  is  mine,  If  I  trust  in  Je-sus  I  shall  dwell  for- ev-er  there. 
life  I'll  bring,  And  with  Him  in    glo-ry    I  shall  dwell  for  -  ev  -  er  there. 
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I  shall  walk  the  streets  of  the  Cit  -  y  of  God  With  its  Tree  of  Life  so  bright,  so  fair; 
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There  will    be  no  night— Je  -  sus  is  the  Light,— I  shall  dwell  f  or-ev  -  er  there. 
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No.  70. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Somebody  Needs  You. 

COPYRIGHT,  1908,  BY  CKAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,  1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Child  of  the  Mas-ter,wher-ev  -  er  you  are,  Some-bod-y  needs  your  care! 

2.  Shine  for  the  Mas-ter  with  deeds  of  good  cheer, Some-one  is    in     the  night; 

3.  Sing  of  your  Sav-ior  with  heart  all    a-glow,  Some-bod-y  needs  your  song; 

4.  Then,  when  you  enter   the  Cit  -  y     of  gold,  Some-one  will  meet  you  there; 


SB  r>  »  > 


£ 


gfeE 


^ 


■10 .  g» 


bit  1  1  1 


^^F 


^ 


n 


-&=* 


i 


^ 


4— 1- 


PS 


^UhJpU 


I 


Some-one  at  home  or    a  wand'rer    a  -  far —  Some-bod-y  needs  your  prayer. 
Send  out  the  beams  that  will  shine  bright  and  clear,  Some-bod-y  needs  your  light. 
Bless  -ing  will  fol- low  the  heart's  o-ver-flow,  Brighten  the  way    a  -  long. 
Some-one  to  whom  the  glad  sto  -  ry  you  told,  Some-one  your  joy  will    share. 
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Chorus. 
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Some-bod-y  needs  you,  needs  your  love,  Seeking    a  bless -ing  from    a-bove; 
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Some-bod-y  needs  you,  some-bod-y  needs  you,  Some-bod-y  needs  your  love. 
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No.  71. 


Is  It  the  Crowning  Day? 


COPYRIGHT,  1910,  BY  PRAISE  PUBLISHING  CO.,    PHILA.,  PA. 

George  Walker  Whitcomb.  used  bv  permission.  Charles  H.  Marsh. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  may  come   to  -  day, 

2.  I      may  go   home   to  -  day, 

3.  Why  should  I    inx  -  ious    be? 

4.  Faith-ful   I'll    be       to  -  day, 
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Glad  day!  Glad  day!  And   I  would 

Glad  day!  Glad  day!  Seem-eth   I 

Glad  day!  Glad  day!  Lights  ap-pear 

Glad  day!  Glad  day!  And   I    will 
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see        my  Friend;     Dan  -  gers    and  troub  -  les   would   end  If 

hear    their  song;        Hail     to      the      ra   -   di  -  ant    throng!  I! 

on        the  shore,  Storms  will     af  -  fright  nev  -  er  -  more,  For 

free  -  ly  tell  Why      I    should  love    Him     so     well^  For 
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Chorus. 
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Je-sus  should  come  to-day. 
I  should  go  home  to  -  day. 
He  is  "at  hand"  to  -  day. 
He  is  my  all      to  -  day. 
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Glad  day!  Glad  day!  Is   it  the  crown-ing 
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day?      I'll   live  for  to-day,  nor   anx-iousbe,    Je-sus,  my  Lord,  I 
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Is   it  the  crown-ing    day? 
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soon  shall  see;  Glad    day!    Glad 
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I  Will  Not  forget  Thee. 

COPYRIGHT,  1889.   BY  E.  O.  EXCELl 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 
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1.  Sweet  is    the  promise— "I  will  not  forget  thee,"  Nothing  can  mo-lest  or 

2.  Trust-ing  the  promise — "I  will  not  forget  thee,"  Onward  will   I    go  with 

3.  When  at  the  gold-en  por-tals  »■  I  am  standing,  All  my  trib  -  n  -  la-tions, 


turn  my  soul  a -way;  E'en  tho' the  night  be  dark  with-in  the  val  -  ley, 
songs  of  joy  and  love;  Tho' earth  de-spise  me,  tho' my  friends  forsake  me, 
all    my  sorrows  past,    How  sweet  to  hear  the  bless-ed  proc-la-ma-tion, 
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Just  be-yond  is  shining  one  e  -  ter-nal  day. 

I     shall  be  remembered  in  my  home  above.    I will  not  forget  thee  or 

"Enter,  faithful  servant,  welcome  home  at  last!"  i  will  not  forget  thee,      iwiiinev-er 
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le.i^thee;  In  my  hands  I'll  hold  thee. in  my  arms  I'll  fold  thee;  I will 

leave  thee;  I  will  not  for -get 
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not  for-get  thee  or  leave  thee;  I  am  thy  Re-deem-er,    I  will  care  for  thee. 

thee,  for  -  get 
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Nothing  Satisfies  but  Jesus. 


C.  H.  M. 
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1.  Noth-ing  sat  -  is  -  fies  but    Je  -  sus,  Bread    of   life   to  mor-tals  giv'n; 

2.  Since     I  heard  the  voice  of     Je  -  sus,  Since  mine  eyes  be -held  the  King, 

3.  With  His  joy  my  heart  is  thrill-  ing,     All    my  hope  in  Him   I     see; 
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May  His  pres-ence  now  re  -  fresh  us  Like  the  morn- 
All  my  love,  my  heart's  af  -fee  -  tion,  All  I  have, 
Doubt,  andgloom,  and  fear  dis  -  pel  -  ling,  Christ  is    All 
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ing  dew  from  heav'n! 
to  Him    I   bring. 
in     all    to    me. 
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Give  me  Je  -  sus,    give  me  Je  -  sus,    Taketheworld, 

Give  me  Je- sus.  give  me  Je- sus,     iy 
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To  sat -is  -  fy      with  ev-'ry  bless-ing,  His  love  and  peace  my  soul  pos-sess-ing; 
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To  all  be  -  side,  my  heart  re  -  plies:  There's  naught  but  Je-sus  sat  -  is  -  fies! 
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Dr.  E.  T.  Cassel. 
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The  King's  Business. 
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1.  I        am    a    stran-ger  here,  with  -  in     a     for  -  eign  land;  My  home  is 

2.  This   is    the  King's  command:  that  all  men,  ev  -  'ry-where,  Re-pent  and 

3.  My  home  is  bright -er  far    than  Shar-on's  ro  -  sy  plain,   E-ter-nal 
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far  *  a- way,  up  -  on  a  gold -en  strand;  Am-bas-sa  -dor  to  be  of 
turn  a-way  from  sin's  se  -  due  -  tive  snare;  That  all  who  will  o-bey,  with 
life  and  joy  thro'-out  its  vast    do -main;  My  Sov'reign  bids  me  tell  how 
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realms  be  -  yond  the  sea,    I'm  here  on   business  for    my  King. 

Him   shall  reign  for  aye,  And  that's  my  business  for    my  King.  This  is    the 

mor  -  tals  there  may  dwell,  And  that's  my  business  for    my  King. 
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mes  -  sage  that  I    bring,    A  message  angels  fain  would  sing;  "Oh,  be  ye 
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Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  Safe  in   the  arms   of      Je 

2.  Safe  in   the  arms   of      Je 

3.  Je  -  sus,  my  heart's  dear  ref 
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Safe     on    His  gen  -  tie 
Safe  from  cor  -  rod  -  ing 
Je   -  sus  has  died   for 


breast, 

care, 

me: 
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Cho. — Safe  in  the  arms    of      Je     -     sus,      Safe     on  His  gen  -  Ue    breast. 
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There  by  His  love  o'er-  shad  -  ed,  Sweet -ly  my  soul  shall 
Safe  from  the  world's  temp-ta  -  tions,  Sin  can-not  harm  me 
Firm     on     the  Rock  of      A    -    ges,      Ev   -  er  my  trust  shall 


rest, 
there, 
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There     by    Hi*  love    o'er  -  shad  -  ed,       Sweet  -  ly  my  soul  shall 
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rest. 


Hark!  'tis    the  voice  of      an  -  gels,     Borne  in     a  song    to    me, 
Free    from  the  blight  of      sor  -  row,     Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears; 
Here     let    me  wait  with    pa  -  tience,   Wait  till   the  night  is     o'er; 
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0  -  ver  the  fields  of     glo   -    ry,      0  -  ver  the  jas  -  per    sea. 
On  -  ly     a    few  more  tri    -    als,     On  -  ly     a    few  more  tears! 
Wait  till    I    see    the  morn  -  ing 


+*     +-.  -0-    -*' •    •+ 


?m 


jz-^&- 
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Wo.  76.         My  Father  Watches  Over  Me. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 
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1.  I    trust  in  God    wher-ev  -  er   I  may  be, Up  -  on  the  land    or 

2.  He  makes  the  rose  an  ob  -  ject  of  His  care, He  guides  the  ea  -  gle 

3.  I    trust  in  God,    for,  in   the  li  -  on's  den, On  bat  -  tie-field,  or 

4.  The  val  -  ley  may     be  dark,the  shadows  deep,  ....  But  0,  the  Shep-herd 
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on  the  roll-mg  sea,  For, come  what  may,  From  day  to  day,  My  heav'nly 
thro' the  pathless  air,  And  surely  He....  Remembers  eqc, — My  heav'nly 
in  the  pris-on  pen,  Thro 'praise  or  blame, Thro'flood  or  flame,My  heav'nly 
guards  His  lonely  sheep;  And  thro'  the  gloom  He'll  lead  me  home,My  heav'nly 


z  pr^p-tr"  v  .k  •  y~tr 

Fa-ther  watches  o  -  ver     me.      I  trust  in  God, —  I  know  He  cares  for 
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He    cares     for    me,  On     mount-ain  bleak 
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sea,    the     storm -y       sea;  tho'  bil-lows  roll.  Ho 
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My  father  Watches  Over  Me. 
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keep  my    soul, 


My  heav'n-ly  Fa-ther  watch-es    o   -  ver      me. 
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Somebody. 


John  R.  Clements. 
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Some-bod-y  did  a  gold -en  deed,  Proving  him -self  a  friend  in 
Some-bod-y  tho't '  tis  sweet  to  live,  Will-ing  -  ly  said,  *  'I'm  glad  to 
Some-bod-y  made  a  lov  -  ing  gift,  Cheer-ful  -  ly  tried  a  load  to 
Some-bod-y    i  -  died  all    the  hours,  Care-less-ly  crushed  life's  fair-est 


need; 
give;" 
lift; 

fiow'rs? 
Some-bod-y  filled  the  days  with  light,  Con-stant-ly  chased  a  -way  the  night; 


J3- 


p±=f~t— pTf  •    |»       f      £ 


m 


Some-bod-y  sang  a  cheer-ful  song,  Bright'nmg  the  skies  the  whole  day  long,— 
Some-bod-y  fought  a  val -iant  fight,  Brave-ly  he  lived  to  shield  the  right, — 
Some-bod-y  told  the  love  of  Chrisc,  Told  how  his  will  was  sac  -  ri  -  ficed, — 
Some-bod-y  made  life  loss,  not  gain,  Tho't-less-ly  seemed  to  live  in  vain, — 
Some-bod-y 's  work  bore  joy  and  peace,  Sure-ly    his  life  shall  nev  -  er    cease, — 
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Was    that  some-bod  -  y     you? 


Was   that  some-bod  -  y       you? 


£H^ 


1 


^ 


No.  78. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Watch,  Brethren,  Watch! 

Matt.  24:  42. 
copyright,  1914,  by  w.  elmer  bailey. 
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1.  Oh,  ye  who've  watched  and  waited  long  for  Je  -  sus'  blest  ap  -  pear-ing,  Look 

2.  The  hope  of    all    the     a  -  ges  past,  our  ris  -  en  Lord's  re  -  turn-ing,  With 

3.  None  but  the  heav'n-ly  Fa-ther  knows  the  time  of    con  -  snm-ma-tion,  But 
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up,  the  morn  is  break  -  ing  and  slumb'ring  na-tions  wak  -  ing;  Pro-claim  the 
an  -  gel  hosts  a  -  dor  -  ing;  He  comes  all  things  re-stor-ing;  And  for  the 
note  with  keen  dis  -  cern  -  ing  the  signs  of  Christ's  re-turn  -ing,  And  6oon    a- 
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day  for  which  we've  longed  at  last  is  sure-ly  near-ing,"Theking-dom  of  our 
long-ex-pect-ed  day  our  ea-ger  hearts  are  yearning, "  The  king-dom  of  our 
cross  the  hills    oi  time  will  ring  the    proc-la-ma-tion,"The  king-dom  of    our 
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Watch,        breth-ren,  watch,    .    .      as 

hand."        Watch,  brethren,  watch!  watch,  brethren,  watch  as 
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they  who  wait  for  the  morn    -     ing;    Watch,       breth-ren,  watch!   .    .      0- 

they    who   wait,       who  wait  for  the  morn-ing;  Watch  .brethren, watch!  watch, brethren.watch,  0- 
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bey-ing  the  Master's  com-mand;  Night  has  been  long,  but  light  is  the 

bey      -      •      ing        the  Master's  command;  The  night  has  been  long.has  been  long,  but  light 


►£**§£*§ 


hill-tops  a  -  dorn    -    ing,     Day  soon  will  dawn,  "The  kingdom  of  God  is  at  hand." 

is         the    hill-tops  a  -  dom-ing,  "^ 
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Glose  to  Thee. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  Thou,  my  ev  -  er  -  last  -ing  por  -  tion,  More  than  friend  or  life    to     me; 

2.  Not     for  ease    or  world -ly  pleas -ure,  Nor   for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be; 

3.  Lead  me  thro'  the  vale    of  shad  -  ows,  Bear  me   o'er  life's  fit  -  ful    sea^ 
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-All  a  -  long  my  pil-grim  jour-ney,  Sav  -  ior,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
-Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf  -  fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Then  the  gate  of     life    e  -  ter  -  nal  May    I      en-ter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 
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Close     to    Thee,    close     to  Thee,    Close     to  Thee,    close     to    Thee; 
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No.  80  Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story. 


Kate  Hankey. 

#4—1 c ps — 1 

USED  BY  PERMISSION. 

1    1        1        1    iJ 

!■■■    1 

— M 9\— 

— rt 

'.  H.  Doane. 

-i 

1.  Tell   me    the  Old,  Old  Sto  -  ry,    Of 

2.  Tell    me    the  sto  -  ry,  slow  -  ly,  That 

3.  Tell   me    the  sto  -  ry  soft  -  ly,  With 

4.  Tell   me    the  same  old  sto  -  ry,  When 
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Je  -  sus  and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  bus  and  His  love;  Tell  me  the  sto-ry 
won-der-ful  re-demp-tion,  God's  rem-e-dy  for  sin;  Tell  me  the  sto-ry 
mem-ber  I'm  the  sin  -  ner  Whom  Je-sus  came  to  save;  Tell  me  the  sto-ry 
this  world's  empty  glo  -  ry    Is  cost-ingme  too  dear;  Yes,and  when  that  world'i 
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sim  -  ply,  As    to    a      lit  -  tie  child,  For   I     am  weak  and  wear-y,  And 
oft- en,  For   I     for -get    so  soon,  The  "ear- ly    dew"  of  morn-ing  Has 
al  -  ways,  If    you  would  real-ly  be,     In    an  -  y     time    of  troub-le,    A 
glo-ry    Is  dawn-ingon    my  soul,  Tell  me    the   old,  old  sto-ry:  "Christ 
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help  -  less  and  de  -  filed. 

passed  a -way  at  noon.    Tell  me  the  Old,  Old  Sto  -  ry,  Tell  me  the  Old,  Old 

com-fort-er    to    me. 

Je  -  sus  makes  thee  whole. " 
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Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story. 
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Sto  -  ry,    Tell    me  the  Old,  Old  Sto  -  ry    Of    Je 


sus    and  His  love. 
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No.  81    Take  the  Name  of  Jesus  With  You. 


Mre.  Lydla  Baxter,    copyright,  1898,  by  w.  h.  doane.    renewal. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Tata  the  name  of  Je  -  sus  with  you,  Child  0!  sor  -  row  and  of    woe; 

2.  Take  the  name  of  Je  -  sus     ev  -  er    As      a  shield  from  ev-'ry  snare; 

3.  0      the  pre-cious  name  of     Je  -  susl  How  it  thrills  our  souls  with  joy, 

4.  At     the  name  of  Je-sus   bow-ing,  Fall-ingpros-trateatHis   feet, 


^ 


TT 


¥ 


f 


h^UUuE 


g  -3— J— 


fc3    B 

* »-: A- 


=£=?= 


8± 


5 


It      will  joy   and  comfort  give  you,  Take  it  thenjwher-e'er  you  go. 
If     temp  -ta-tions  round  you  gath-er,   Breathe  that  ho-ly  name  in  prayer. 
When  His  lov  -  ing  arms  re  -  ceive  us,    And  His  songs  our  tongues  em-ploy. 
King  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  Eim,When  our  jour-ney  is    com-plete. 
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0  how  sweet!       Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heav'n; 

Pre-cioas  name,  0  how  sweet! 
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Pre-cious  name,  Ohow    sweetl..  Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heav'n. 

Pre-cioas  name,  O  how  sweet,  how  sweet! 
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When  the  trum  -pet  of  the  Lord  shall  sound,  and  time  shall  be  no  more, 
When  the  saved  of  earth  shall  gath  -  er  o  -  ver  on  the  oth  -  er  shore, 
On  that  bright  and  cloud-  less  morn- ing  when  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 
When  His  chos  -  en  ones  shall  gath  -  er  to  their  home  be  -  yond  the  skies 
Let  us  la  -  bor  for  the  Mas  -  ter  from  the  dawn  till  set  -  ting  sun, 
Then  when  all  of  life  is  o  -  ver  and  our  work  on  earth  is  done, 
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the  morn  -ing  breaks,  e  -  ter-nal,  bright  and  fair;  \ 

the        (Omit.) J     roll   is  called  up 

the   glo  -  ry  of    Eis  res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  share;  1 

the        {Omit.) J     roll   is  called  up 

us  talk   of    all    His  won  -  drous  love  and  care;  ) 

the        (Omit.) J     roll    is  called  up 
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D.  S. — roll  is  called 
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yon  -  der,  I'll     be    there. 
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der.  When  the  roll  ....  is  called  up  jon 

der.  I'll    be  there,  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yon  -  der,  I'll 
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1.  High  as   the  mountain  tho'  the    bil-lows  roll,       In    Je  -  sus' keep-ing 

2.  0      soul,  be  faith  -ml;  to     the  end    en  -  dure,  Trust-ing   His  prom -is- 

3.  When  thro' the  Jor-dan    I    must  take  my   way,     His  staff  will  com -fort 
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I  will  trust  my  soul;  He  can  the  rag-ing  seas  and  wind  con- trol, 
es  for  -  ev  -  er  sure;  Kept  in  the  fort -ress  of  His  love  se  -  cure, 
me  and  be    my     stay;     0  -  ver    the  riv  -  er   there  is    end  -  less  day, 


mrf-r—fL 


t=t 


J- 


A     -0- 


t=t 


m 


V       V       V      V 
Refrain. 


In  the  cleft  or   the  Rock  He  will  hide  me.      Hide    .     .     .     me,safe-ly 

Hide  me,  safe  -ly  hide, 
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hide     me, 

hide    .    . 


Hide 

me,  safe-ly    hide 


me,  safe-ly  hide     me, 
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hide  me,  safe-ly  hide, 
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Hide  me,  safe-ly  hide 


,  hide  me  in  the  Rock, 
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.  me  from  all  dan-ger,    In  the  Rock  that  was  cleft  for  me. 
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Hide  me  from  all  dan-ger,  from  all    dan  •  ger, 
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1.  When  we   have  en  -  tered  that  cit  -  y    of  gold;  When  eye  to    eye     we  the 

2.  We    shall  be    like   Him  whom  an-gels  a-dore;   Vic  -  to-ry  crowned, we  shall 

3.  Love  con  -  de-scend  -  ing  to    mor-tals  revealed!  Blood  all  a  -  vail  -  ing  the 
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King  shall  be-hold;  When  we  in   glo  -  ry  with  Him  shall  cp  -  pear,  We  shall  be 
sor  -  row  no  more;  Then  ev-'ry  foe  shall  be    un  -  der  our  feet,  And  in  Christ 
promise  hath  sealed;  Cleansed  from  all  sin  if  by  grace  here  are  we,    We  shall  be 
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like  Him,  His  im  -  age  shall  bear. 

Je  -  sus    our  tri-umph  complete.  We  shall  be  like  Him,  won-drous-ly  like  Him, 

like  Him    e  -  ter    -     nal  -  ly. 

^   _*_   _#.   _^_ 


1 


;gy^rtggJL^4<-ii£ 


ei 


£=* 


I    1    I 


-p— E 


» » V » » 1 rt- 


5£=^= 


^#^^f^pfeggg^ 


Glo-rious,  im-mor-tal,  no  more  shall  we    die;      We  shall  be    like    Him, 
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won-drous-ly    like    Him,  Liv -ing  and  reign- ing  for  -  ev  -  er     on   high. 
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1.  You  may  have  the  joy-bells  ring-ing  in  your  heart,  And   a  peace  that 

2.  Love  of  Je-sus   in     its  ful-nessyoumay  know,  And  this  love  to 

3.  You  will  meet  with  tri  -  als  as  you  jour-ncy  home,  Grace  suf  -  fi-  cient 

4.  Let  your  life  speak  well  of  Je  -  sus  ev  -  'ry  day,     Own  His  right  to 

0  *    0 — 0  '    0 — 0 0 r+-r— m — P-*- 


:y  aay,     uwn  ms  ngnt 


3E3=S=g 


from  you  nev  -  er  will  de-part;  Walk  the  straight  and  narrow  way, Live  for 
those  a-round  you  sweet-ly  show;  Words  of  kindness  al-ways  say,  Deeds  of 
He  will  give  to  o  -  vei-come;  Tho*  un-seen  by  mor-tal  eye,  He  is 
ev  -  'ry  serv-ice  you    can  pay;    Sin-ners  you  can  help  to  win     If  your 
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Je  -  sus  ev  -  'ry  day,  He  will  keep  the  joy-bells  ringing  in  your  heart, 

mer  -  cy  do  each  day, Then  He'll  keep  the  joy-bells  ringing  in  your  heart, 

with  you  ev  -  er  nigh,  And  He'll  keep  the  joy-bells   ringing  in  your  heart. 

life     is  pure  and  clean, And  you  keep  the  joy -bells  ringing  in  your  heart. 
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D.  S. — He    will  keep  the  joy-bells    ringing  in  your  haert 
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Joy  -         bells  ring-ing   in  your  heart,  Joy         -         bells  ring 

Ring-ing   in  yoar  heart,  You  may  have  the  joy 
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1.  Win-ning  souls  f  or  Je  -sus,  Blessed  work  replete  with  bliss!  "Saved  that  we  might 

2.  Win-ning  souls  for  Je  -  sus,      On  Hisbus-'ness  here  in-tent;  In  theserv-ice 

3.  Win-ning  souls  for  Je  -  sus,  Purchased  by  His  precious  blood,  Bid-ding  sin-ners 
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oth-ers  save,"  To-day  our  watchword  is: 
of    our  King  Letev-'ry  life    be    spent, 
ev-'ry- where, "Be  rec-on-ciled  to    God." 
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Chil-dren  of    the  heav'n-ly 
Time  and  tal-ents,  all,  wa 
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King,  To  the  breeze  your  banners  fling,  Press  -  ing  on  -  ward  as  we  sing, 
lay  At  Thy  feet,  0  Lord,  to-day;  Use  us  an  -  y  time  or  way, 
ry,     Jew  -  el    gath-er  -  ers  are  we,    For      a  blest     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty 
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Win-ning  pre-cious  souls.  .  .   Win-ning  souls  for  Je  -  sus,    Win-ning  souls, 

blood-bought  souls.  . 


pre-cious  souls;  Hands  and  hearts  must  busy  be,  Win-ning  precious  souls. 

blood  -  bought  souls. 
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No.  87  Is  My  Name  Written  There? 
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1.  Lord,  I    care  not   for  rich-es,    Nei-ther  sil  -  ver  nor  gold; 

2.  Lord,  my  sins  they  are  man  -  y,  Like  the  sands  of    the    sea, 

3.  Oh!   thatbeau-ti  -  ful    cit  -  y,With  its  man-sions  of    light, 
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make  sure    of  Heav-en,    Iwoulden-ter   the  fold.     In  the  book  of  Thy 
blood,  oh,  my  Sav-ior!   Is  suf-fi-cient  for    me;    For  Thy  promise    is 
glo  -    ri  -  fied    be  -  ings,  In  pure  garments  of  white; Where  no   e-vil  thing 
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kingdom,  With  its  pa-ges  so  fair,  Tell  me,  Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior,  Is  my 
writ-ten,  Inbrightlet-tersthatglow,"Tho'yoursins  be  as  scar-let,  I  will 
com-eth,To  de-spoil  what  is    fair;  Where  the  an-gels  are  watching,  Yes, my 
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name  writ -ten  there? 

make  them  like  snow."  Is  my  name  written  there,   On  the  page  white  and  fair? 

name'swrit-ten  there. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,         and     shall        it      ev  -   er     be 

2.  A  -  shamed      of      Je    -    sus!     soon  -  er    far 
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3.  A  -  shamed 

4.  A  -  shamed 
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Je    -    sus!     that  dear  Friend,  On   whom       my 
Je    -    sus!     yes,      I    may,    When  I've       no 
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man       a  -  shamed      of     Thee?        A  -  shamed       of      Thee,   whom 
blush      to       own        a      star;        He     sheds        the      beams     of 
hopes      of     heav'n      de  -  pend?       No!    when  I       blush      be 

guilt       to      wash       a  -  way,        No     tear  to      wipe,      no 
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an    -  gels  praise,  Whose  glo 

light  di  -  vine  O'er     this 

this  my  shame,  That     I 

good  to   crave,  No     fears         to       quell,       no   soul       to 


ries  shine  thro'  end  -  less  days? 
be  -  night  -  ed  soul  of  mine. 
no      more        re  -  vere      His  name. 
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A-shamed  ....      of  Je  -  sus,       I  nev-er,   I  nev-er   will  be; 

A-shamed  of  Je-sus,  a-shamed  of  Je  -  sus,  I  nev-er,     I    nev-er,      I     nev-er  will   be; 
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For   Je     -        -     sus,  my  Sav     -      ior,        is    not    ashamed  of   me. 

For      Je  -  sus.  my  Sav  -  ior,  for     Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior, 
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1.  Near- er,  still  near- er,   close   to  Thy  heart,   Draw  me,  my  Sav  -  ior,  so 

2.  Near  -  er,  still  near  -  er,   noth-ing  I    bring,  Naught  as  an    off -'ring  to 

3.  Near -er,  still  near- er,  Lord,  to  be  Thine,     Sin,  with  its    fol  -  lies,  I 

4.  Near  -  er,  still  near  -  er,  while  life  shall  last,       Till   safe  in    glo  -  ry  my 
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precious  Thou  art;  Fold  me,  0  fold  me  close  to  Thy  breast,  Shel-ter  me 

Je  -  sus  my  King;  On  -  ly  my  sin  -  fnl,  now  contrite  heart,  Grant  me  the 

glad -ly  re-sign;  All   of  its  pleasures,  pomp  and  its  pride,  Give  mebnt 

an-choris   cast;  Thro'  end-less  a  -  ges,   ev  -  er  to   be,     Near-er,my 
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safe  in  that ' '  Ha-ven  of  Rest, ' '  Shel-ter  me  safe  in  that ' '  Ha-ven  of  Rest.  ■ ' 
cleansing  Thy  blooddoth  impart, GrantmethecleansingThy  blood  doth  impart. 
Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  cru-ci  -  fied,   Give  me  but  Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  cru-ci  -  fied. 
Sav -ior,  still  near-er  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  Sav -ior,  still  near-er  to  Thee. 
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1.  A  -  gain  we  hail  the  Sabbath  day, When  cares  and  la-bor  cease,  And  walk  with 

2.  The  day  was  made  for  all  the  race— God  planned  for  needful  rest,  And  with  it 

3.  Thisday  to  God  we   con-se-crete,  And  thus  the  week  be -gin;  Thehoursto 

4.  God's  cov-e-nant  to  us  makes  known— The  Sabbath  is  the  sign;  He  sane- ti- 
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Chrisb  the  heav'nly  way    That  leads  to  God  and  peace. 

gives  of    His  rich  grace, When  we  have  made  re-quest.  Rejoice  1  the  Lord's  day 

wor  -  ship,  med-i  -  tate,  And  feast  the  life  with  -  in. 

tied,  and  from  His  throne  Declared — The  day  is  Mine. 
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is  at  hand.We  hail  its  gladreturn,Thewelcomerest, the worshipplanned.When 
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hearts  with-in  us  burn. 


Let  men  and  nations  keep  the  day,  Its  precepts 
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all  ful  -  fill:    God's  hand  of  bless-ing  can-i 
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ing  can-not  stay,  If  we  but  do  His  will. 
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No.  91. 


Rev.  J.  Oatman,  Jr. 


The  Light  of  the  World. 

COPYRIGHT,   1914,  BV  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
WORD8  AND  MUSIC. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Tell    it  o'er  mountain,  and  tell  it  o'er  plain, 

2.  Tell  the  poor  sin  -  ner   in  darkness  and  woe,    Christ  is  the  Light  of  the 

3.  I  -  dols  of  gold,  wood  and  sil-ver  give  way,     Christ  is  the  light,      the 

4.  Then  let  us   fol-low    in  patience  and  love —  I      I 
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Mil -lions    are  wait -ing     to  catch  the     re -f  rain— 
world!      .     .     .      Shout  the    glad    ti-dings  wher  -  ev  -  er     you    go  — 
Light  of     the   world!   Dark-ness    is  changed  in  -  to  beau  -  ti  -  ful    day— 
l That  we    may  prove,  in    the  man-sions     a  -  bove, 
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Christ  is     the  Light  of    the    world!      .      .       The  Light  of    the  world,  the 

Christ   is       the  Light,       the       Light  of     the  world! 
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Light  of  the  world,  Christ  is  the  Light,  the  Light  of  the  world;  Lift  high  ev'ry 
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voice,  oh,  sing  and    re- joice,  For  Christ  is   the  Light  of   the    world! 
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E.  O.  E. 


Grace,  Enough  for  Me. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1005,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 


E.  O.  Excel!. 
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1.  In      look  -ing  thro'  my  tears  one  day,      I  saw  Mount  Cal  -  va  -  ry; 

2.  While  standing  there,  my  trembling  heart,  Once  full    of     ag  -  o  -  ny, 

3.  When    I     be  -  held    my    ev- 'ry     sin    Nailed  to    the    cru  -  el    tree, 

4.  When    I     am  safe  with -in     the  veil,    My    por-tion  there  will    be, 
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Beneath  the  cross  there  flowed  a  stream  Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 

Could  scarce  believe  the  sight  I  saw     Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me.  (enough  for  mo.) 

I      felt     a  flood  go  thro' my  soul    Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 

To  sing  thro' all    the  years  to  come  Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 
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Grace  is  flowing  from  Calvary,  .  .       Grace  as  fathomless  as  the  sea,  .  . 

Grace  is        flow-ing  from  Cal  -  va  -  ry  forme,  Grace  as        fath-om-less  as  the  roll-ing  sea, 
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Grace  for  time  and  e-ter-ni-ty,  .  .  .  Grace,  .  .  enough  for   me. 

Grace  for  time  and  e  -  ter-ni-ty,  His  a-bun-dant  grace  I  see,  e-nough  for     me. 
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No.  93. 


Help  Somebody  To-day. 


Mrs.  Prank  A.  Breck. 


COPYRIGHT,  1904,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,  1809,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Look  all    a-round  you,  find  some  one  in  need,  Help  some-bod-y  to  -  dayl 

2.  Man-y    arewait-ing    a  kind,  lov-ing  word,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

3.  Man-y  have  bur-dens  too  heav  -  y   to  bear,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day! 

4.  Some  are  dis-cour-aged  and  wear-y    in  heart,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day! 
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Tho'    it    be    lit -tie— a   neigh-bor-ly   deed— Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Thou  hast  a  mes-sage,  0     let     it     be  heard,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Grief  is   thepor-tion  of  some  ev  - 'ry- where,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Some  one  the  jour- ney  to  heav -en  should  start,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 
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Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day,    .    .   Some-bod-y    a- long  life's  way;    .    .     Let 

to  -  day,  home-ward  way; 
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sor-ro w  be  end  -  ed ,  The  friendless  befriended ,  Oh ,  help  somebody   to  -  day ! 
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Someone  is  Looking  to  You. 
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1.  Let  your  light  shine  where-so-e'er 

you   go, 

3ome-one  is   look-ing    to 

2.  Some-one  is   grop-ing   his  way 

to    God, 

Some-one  is   look-ing    to 

3.  Some-one  your  coun-sel   will  sure 

-  ly   take, 

Some-one  is   look-ing    to 

4.  Some-one  has    al  -  most  ac  -  cept  • 

•  ed  Him, 

Some-one  is   look-ing    to 
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you!  Bright  -  er   each  day    let      it  gleam  and   glow,  Some-one  is 

you!  Fol  -  low  -  ing     on  where  your  feet   have  trod,   Some-one  is 

you!  And     by  your   life     his     de  -  ci  -  sion  make,  Some-one  is 

you!  And   may   be     lost     if     your  light  grows  dim,   Some-one  is 
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look-ing    to       you!       Look-ing      to    you,    yes,   look-ing      to    you! 
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Let    your  light  shine    the    dark -ness  through; 
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loy  -  al,    and    true,     For  some-one      is     look-ing      to       you! 
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No.  95.      The  Touch  of  His  Hand  on  Mine. 

.         .      _  __  .  COPYRIGHT,  1913,  BY  CHA8.  H.  GABRIEL.  %md^m„  r»     Mn'.fi,  , 

Jessie  Brown  Pounds.  E;0t  excell,  owner.  Henry  P.  Morton. 
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1.  There  are  days   so  dark  that  I    seek    in    vain  For  the  face    of  my 

2.  There  are  times,  when  tired  of  the  toil-some  road,  That  for  ways  of  the 

3.  When  the  way    is    dim,  and  I     can  -  not  see  Thro'  the  mist   of  His 

4.  In       the  last    sad  hour,  as    I   stand    a -lone  Where  the  pow-ers  of 
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Friend  Di  -  vine;  But    tho'  dark-ness  hide,  He    is    there   to    guide 

world     I       pine;  But    He  draws  me   back  to    the     up -ward  track 

wise      de  -  sign,  How   my  glad  heart  yearns  and  my  faith   re  -  turns 

death  com  -  bine,  While  the  dark  waves  roll  He  will  guide  my    soul 
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By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine.   Oh,  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine, 


on  mine. 


D.  S. — In  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 
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Oh,  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine!    There  is  grace  and  pow'r,  in  the  trying  hour, 

on  mine! 
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Unknown. 


Jesus  Is  Here. 

COPYRIGHT,  1914,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Eura  L.  Tussing. 
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1.  Je  -  su8  is  here!  Oh,    blest   be     His    name;  Let     us  re- 

2.  Je  -  sus  is  here!  Oh,     sing    the    glad    song,  He     will  re- 

3.  Je  -  sus  is  here!  The    Lord  from     a  -  bove,  Wait-ing  to 

4.  Je  -  sus  is  here!  The  strong  Son     of       God,  Point -ing  the 
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er     the    same; 

the  day  long; 
■ness  and  love; 
steps  have  trod, 
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joy  -  ful  -  ly  say, 
in  the  right  way; 
rap  -  tur  -  ous  lay; 
watch  and  to    pray; 

\>JtL      .&.. 


Je  -  sus,  our  Sav-ior, 

Je  -  sus,  our  Teach-er, 

Je  -  sus,  our  Help-er, 

Je  -  sus,  our  Lead -er, 
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us  to  -  day. 

us  to  -  day. 

us  to  -  day. 

us  to  -  day. 


@teS?E 


§ 


t=t 


*5L 


m 


Chorus. 


P^ 


* 


-&■ 


Je  -  sus      is      here! 


Our  heav'n    is       be 
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Let     us    thank 
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glo  -  ri  -  ous  sway;       Je  -  sus,  the  Conqu'ror,  is    with    us     to  -  day. 
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No.  97. 


He  Leadeth  Me. 


J.  H.  Gil  more 


**  i 

1.  He       lead-ethme!    0  bless-ed  tho't!  0  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraughtl 

2.  Sometimes 'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,     I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur-mur    or     re -pine, 

4.  And    when  my  task  on  earth  is  done,  When,  by  Thy  grace,  the  vict'ry's  won, 
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What-e'er  I  do,wher-e'er  I  be,  Still 'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
By  wa  -  ters  still,  o'er  troub-led  sea — Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
Con  -  tent,what-ev  -  er  lot  I  see,  Since  'tis  my  God  that  lead-eth  me. 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee,  Since  God  thro'  Jor-dan  lead-eth  me. 
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He  leadeth  me,  He  leadeth  me,  By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me; 

His  faithful  follow'r  I  would  be,  For  by  His  hand  He  [Omit ]  leadethme. 
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I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


USED  BY  PERMISSION  OF  WM.  O.  FISCHER. 

Katharine  Hankey.    Refrain  added. 


William  Q.  Fischer. 
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1.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry     Of    un  -  seen  things  a  -  bove,    Of 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  More  won  -  der  -  ful  it  seems  Than 
3.1  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry; 'T is  pleas -ant  to  re -peat  What 
4.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  For  those  who  know  it    best   Seem 
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Je  -  sns  and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love.  I  love  to  tell  the 
all  the  gold-en  fan-cies  Of  all  our  golden  dreams.  I  love  to  tell  the 
seems,each  time  I  tell  it,  More  won-der-ful  -  ly  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the 
hun  -  ger-ing  and  thirsting    To  hear    it  like  the  rest.  And  when.in  scenes  of 
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sto-ry,  Be-cause  I  know 'tis  true; 
sto-ry,  It  did  so  much  for  me; 
sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev-er  heard 
glo  -  ry,  I    sing  the  new,  new  song, 


It    sat  -  is-fies  my  long-ings   As 
And  that   is  just  the  rea  -  son     I 
The  mes-sage  of  sal  -  va  -  tion  From 
'Twill  be  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry    That 
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noth  -ing  else  would  do. 
tell      it  now   to    thee. 
God's  own  ho  -  ly   word. 
I     have  loved  so   long. 
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I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry, 'Twill  be  my  theme  in 
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I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 
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glo  -  ry,     To   tell  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry     Of     Je  -  sua  and  His  love. 
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No.  99 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Just  a  Word  for  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT,  1903,  BY  W.  H.  OOANE.  RENEWAL. 
.     USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Now 

2.  Now 

3.  Now 

4.  Now 

5.  Now 


fust  a  word  for  Je  -  sus,Your  dearest  Friend  so  true;  Come,cheer  our 

just  a  word  for  Je-sus;  You  feel  your  sins  for-giv'n,  And  by  His 

just  a  word  for  Je  -  sus;  A     cross  it  can  -  not  be    To    say,  "I 

just  a  word  for  Je  -  sus;  Let  not  the  time  be  lost;  The  heart's  neg- 

just  a  word  for  Je  -  sus;  And  if  your  faith  be  dim,  A  -  rise  in 
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hearts  and  tell  us  What  He  has  done  for  you. 

grace  are  striv-ing  To  reach  a  home  in   heav'n. 

love  my  Sav-ior  Who  gave  His  life  for  me."  Now  just  a  word  for  Je-sus- 

lect  -  ed  du  -  ty  Brings  sor-row  to    its   cost. 

all  your  weakness  And  leave  the  rest  to   Him. 
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'Twin  help  us  on  our  way;   One  little  word  for  Jesus,  0  speak,or  sing,or  pray. 
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No.  100. 


I  Want  to  Love  Him  Better. 


COPYRIGHT,    1894,    BY  WM.   J.    KIRKPATRICK. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  used  by  per.  Win.  J.  Kirkpatrlck. 
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1.  I       see    my  Sav  -  ior  hanging  on    the  blood -y   tree,  By  faith    I   see  Him 

2.  The  light  He  bro't  from  heaven,made  the  dark-ness  flee,  No  more  do  types  and 

3.  It   veiled  the  face  of  na-ture  to     be-hold  Him  die,  It  made  the  mountains 

4.  But  now  He  lives  in  glo  -  ry     in  that  home  on  high,  Where  angels  chant  the 
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dy  -  ing  there  in    ag  -  o  -  ny;    But  in  His  death  on  Calv'ry  is  my  hope  and  plea, 
shadows  point  to  Cal  -  va-ry;  He  broke  the  chains  that  bound  me,when  He  look'd  at  me, 
tremble,when  they  heard  Him  cry;  He  saved  my  soul  from  dying  as  He  hung  on  high, 
sto  -  ry,  how  He  came  to  die;    But  'till  I  join  that  chorus  with  them  in  the  sky, 


S. — want  to  love  Him  bet-ter  as  the  mo-mentsfly. 
Fine.    Chorus. 
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for  He    died  for    me. 

for  Ee    set    me  free.        I  want  to  love  Him 

as  the    mo-ments  fly. 

as  the  days    go    by. 


I  want  to  love  Him  bet-ter, 

I  want  to  love  Him  bet-ter, 

I  want  to  love  Him  bet-ter 

I  want  to  love  Him  bet-ter 
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1  want  to  love  Him  bet-ter     as    the  days    go    by. 


No.  101. 
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Beulah  Land. 


BY  PERMISSION  OF  MRS.  JNO.  R.  8WENEY. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And  all    its  rich  -  es    free  -  ly  mine; 

2.  My     Sav-ior  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we; 

3.  A      sweet  per-fume  up  -  on  the  breeze  Is  borne  from  ev  -  er  -  ver-  nal  trees, 

4.  The     zeph-yrs  seem  to   float  to  me  Sweet  sounds  of  heav-en's  mel  -  o  -  dy, 
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Here  shines  undimmed  one  bliss-ful  day,  For  all  my  night  has  passed  a- way. 
He  gen  -  tly  leads  me  by  His  hand,  For  this  is  heav-en's  bor-der-land. 
And  flow'rs,  that  nev-er  -  fad-ing  grow  Where  streams  of  life  for  -  ev  -  er  flow. 
As      an-gels  with  the  white-robed  throng  Join  in   the  sweet  re-demp-tion  song. 
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lah  Land,  sweet  Beu-lah  Land,  As    on   thy  high  -  est  mount  I  stand 
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a  -  cross  the  sea,  Where  mansions  are  pre-pared  for  me, 
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And  view  the  shin 
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ing   glo-ry-shore,— My  heav'n,  my  home  for-ev  -  er  more! 
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Ho.  102. 


E.  M.  Bangs. 


The  Banner  of  the  Gross. 

COPYRIGHT.    1913,   BY   CHAS.    H.   GABRiEU 
t.  O.   EXCELL,  OWNER. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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or,  0  sol-dier8  of  the 


1.  Gird  on  your  stead-fast  armor,  0  sol-diers  of  the  cross,  Go  forward  in  -  to 

2.  The  Gi-ant  of  Temp-ta-tion  Will  meet  us  as  we   go;  Wo  need  our  strongest 

3.  The  en  -  e-mies  ap-proaching  Are  Selfishness,  and  Greed,  Vain-glory,  and  Im- 
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bat-  tie,  Nor  fear  re-pulse  nor  loss;  Make  ready  for  the  conflict,  The  Captain's 

ar  -  mor  To  greet  this  mighty  foe;  But  ourgoodsword, Resistance, Will  holdand 

pa-tience:  Our  Leader's  help  we  need.  Yet  over  march-ing  onward,  Why  have  we 


call  o  -  bey;  Then  ral-ly  and  march  onward,  The  trumpet  sounds  to-day. 
bind  him  fast,  And  with  our  Cap-tain  lead-ing,  We'll  conquer  him  at  last, 
fear    of  loss,  When  o-ver  us       is   float-ing  The  Ban-ner  of     the  Cross? 


Then  onward  to  the  battle,We're  marching  in  ourmight,  We're  pressing  tow'rd  the 
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vic-to-ry,  We're  fighting  for  the  right;  Upon  the  breeze  resplendent  Our  col-ors 
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The  Banner  of  the  Gross. 
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now    we  toss,  And  o  'er  our  heads  shall  ever  float  The  Banner  of  the  Cross. 
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No.  103.       Where  Jesus  Is,  Tis  Heaven. 


C.  P.  Butler. 


COPYRIGHT,    1898,    BY  J.   M.    BLACK. 
USED  BY  PER. 


J.  M.  Black. 


^^fe^^rrtei 


1.  Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free,  This  world  has  been    aheav'ntome; 

?,  Once  heav-en  seem'd  a    far -off  place,  Till  Je  -  sus  show'd  His  smiling  face; 

3.  What  matters  where  on  earth  we  dwell?  On  mountain  top,    or   in   the  dell; 
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And 'mid  earth's  sor-rows  and  its  woe,  'Tisheav'n  my  Je  -  sus  here  to  know. 
Now  it's  be  -  gun  with -in  my  soul  'Twill  last  while  end  -  less  a  -  ges  roll. 
In     cot  -  tage,  or       a  mansion  fair,  Where  Je  -  sus  is,      'tis  heaven  there. 
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0  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  yes,  'tisheav'n,  'Tisheav'n to  know  my  sins  for-giv'n; 
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On  land  or  sea 
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what  matters  where?  Where  Je-sus  is,     'tis  heaven  there. 
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No.  104. 


C.  H*  G. 


Keep  the  Heart  Singing. 

COPYRIGHT,    1002,   BV  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,    1807,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  We  may  light -en  toil  and  care,   Or    a   heav-y  bui-den  share,  With  a 

2.  If     His  love    is    in  the  soul,  And  we  yield  to  His  con-trol,  Sweetest 

3.  How  a   word  of  love  will  cheer,  Kin-die  hope,  and  ban-ish  fear,  Soothe  a 
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word,  a  kind- ly  deed,  or  sun-ny  smile;  We  may  gir  -  die  day  and  night 

mu  -  sic  will  the  lone-ly  hours  be  -  guile;  We  may  drive  the  clouds  a-way, 

pain,  or  take  a  -  way  the  sting  of  guile;  Oh,  how  much  we  all  may  do, 


m* 


f  ?  *  *- 


3^ 


:*=* 


I-'--.-       I      I 


v 1-1 

rrf 


d— #- 


Fine. 


P    b    k 


-t^— 


J-^-n 


1/    U 


g—h-u  n    hi  g T    r 


1  j  rJJl 


-• — 9- 


With  a  ha  -  lo  of  de-light,  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while. 
Cheer  and  bless  the  darkest  day,  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while. 
In     the  world  we  trav-el  thro',  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing    all    the  while. 
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Chorus 


Keep  the  heart  singing  all 
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Make  the  world  brighter  with  a 


bright-er, 
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the    while; 

singing  all  the  while; 
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smile;  .... 

bright-er  with  a  smile; 


Keep  the  song  ringing!  lone-ly  hours  we  may  be-guile, 
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No.  105        We  Thank  Thee,  Our  Father. 


Daniel  A.  Poling. 
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Theo.  E.  Perkins. 
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1 .  For  the  fruits  of  the  earth ,  And  the  sky  and  the    sea ,     For  the  boun-ti  -  f ul 

2.  For  the  touch  of  wee  hands  In  the  ten-der  ca  -  ress,    For  the  lips  of   the 

3.  For  the  toil  of   our  hands,  The  tasks  that  command  us,  For  the  field  that  is 
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har- vests  So  won-drous-ly     free;     For  the  gold    of    the    au-tumn,  The 
fair  -  est  And  dear -est  we     press:   For^the  strength  of  our    fa-thers,Whose 
white,    Whose  har- vest  de-mands  us;  For  the  hope  of    the    tri-umph  Of 
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Refrain. 
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sear  and  the  brown,  For  the  bloom  of  the  flow-er  When  winter  is  flown.  For  the 
vig  -  or  we  share,  For  the  faith  of  our  mothers,  The  love  that  they  bear.  For  the 
peace  o'er  the  sword ,  For  the  Son  of  High  Heaven ,  Our  Sav-ior  and  Lord.    Gol- 
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work  and  the   play,    For  the  night  and  the    day, 

friends  of  tried  worth,  For  the  land  of  our    birth,  We  thank  Thee, our  Fa-ther, 

go-tha's  Su-per-nal,— Om  -  nis-cient  E  -  ter-nal, 
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Yea,praiseandextol;WethankThee,ourFather,GreatGodofus  all.    A-men. 
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No.  106.       The  Church  in  the  Wildwood. 


W.  S.  P. 


NEW  ARRANGEMENT  OF  WORDS  AND  MUSIC 
COPYRIGHT,   1810,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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Dr.  William  S.  Pitts. 
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1.  There's  a  church  in  theval-ley  by    the  wild- wood,  No       love  -  li  -  er 

2.  Oh,           come   to  the  church    in     the  wild-wood,  To  the  trees  where  the 

3.  How         sweet   on  a   clear,    Sab -bath  morn- ing  To  list    to    the 

4.  From   the  church  in  the  val  -  ley  by    the  wild-wood,  When    day  fades  a- 
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spot     in  the  dale;       No      place    is    so  dear  to  my  child-hood   As  the 
wild  flow-ers  bloom;  Where  the  part-ing     hymn  will  be    chant -ed,  We  will 
clear  ring-ing  bell;        Its      tones  so       sweet-ly  are   call  -  ing,    Oh, 
way     in -to  night,      I  would  iain  from  this  spot  of  my  child-hood  Wing  my 
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sjoof     is     so  dear    to   my  child -hood    As  the 
Fine.    Chorus. 
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Come  to  the 


lit-tle  brown  church  in   the  vale. 

weep     by  the  side    of   the  tomb. 

come   to  the  church  in   the  vale. 

way       to  the  man-sions  of   light.       Oh,     come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come. 


lit-tle  brown  church  in   the  vale. 
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church  in  the  wild  -   wood,  Oh,  come    to  the  church  in    the  vale; 

come,  come,       come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,       come,  come,       come,  come,  come; 
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No.  107   All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Edward  Perronet. 


m 


t 


& 


(DIADEM.) 


James  Ellor. 
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1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of      Je-sus'  name!  Let  an-gels  prostrate  fall,  Let  an-gels 

2.  Ye  cho-sen  seed     of     Israel's  race,  Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall,  Ye  ransomed 

3.  Let  ev  -  *ry  kin  -  dred,   ev  -  'ry  tribe,  On  this  ter-res-trial  ball,  On  this  ter- 

4.  0   that  with  yon  -  der   sa-cred  throng  We  at  His  feet  may  fall,  We  at  His 
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prostrate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al     di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him,  crown  Him, 

from  the  fall,  Hail  Him  who  saves  you    by  His  grace, 

res  -  trial  ball,  To  Him  all   maj  -  es  -  ty    as  -  cribe, 

feet  may  fall!  We'll  join  the    ev  -  er  -  last-ing  song,   And  crown 
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And  crown  Him,  crown  Him, 
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.  .Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him; 
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■n  Him.crown  Him,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all,  crown  Him;  »  „  a  ~-~~~.  rr*^  t      j  ~e 
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.  Him,     Crown  Him,        crown Him; 
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crown  Him.    Crown Him:  An  d  crown  Him  Lord  of     alll 


Mo.  108. 


It  Is  Jesus. 


T.  O.  Chlsholm. 


BY  E.  O.  EXCEIL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel 
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1.  Be   -   bold!  One  com-etb    in  the  way,    In  hum-ble  garments  clad;  The  poor-est  of   the 

2.  What  words  of  grace  and  truth  He  speaks.  Ne'er  heard  on  earth  before:  The  burdened  sin-ner 

3.  They    lead  Him  forth  to    Cal-va  -  ry, —  0    see  Him  bleed  and  die!  His  parch-ed  lips  are 

4.  But       lol  what  wondrous  thing  is  done?  The  grave  has  lost  its    deadl  To  weep-ing  ones  He 
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poor      is  He,  No     pQ- low  for  His   head;  The  nun  -  gry,  wea  -  ry,  sick     and  sad   In 

hears  that  voice,  And  feels  his  sins  no    more;  He  calls    the  dead  to    life       a-gain,  Eids 

plead-ing  now  For  those  who  cru-ci  -  fyl  His  head     is  bowed,  the  cup  has  passed,  His 

re  -  ap-pears,  When  all  their  hopes  had  fled;  He       lin  -  gers  but    a     lit  -  tie  while,  To 
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crowds  about  Him  press,—  To  ev  «  'ry  one  He  gives  re-Iief,— What  manner  of  man  is  this? 
winds  and  bil-Iows  cease,— None  other  man  such  works  hath  done, — What  manner  of  man  is  this? 
Spir  -  it  finds  re  -  lease,—  He  suf-fered  thus  for  you  and  me,— What  manner  of  man  is  this? 
com  -  fort  and  to  bless;  The  heav'ns  receive  Him  from  their  sight,— What  manner  of  man  is  this? 
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It    is     Je-8U3,     it    is     Je-sus,   The  Man  of  Gal  -  i  -  lee;      It  is     Je-sus,  bless-ed 
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Je  -  sna  who  died  on  Cal-va-ry. 
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No.  109.        I'm  Not  Your  Judge. 


Sarah  Spencer- Ruff. 


Chas.  ti.  Gabriel. 
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1.  I'm  not  your  judge,  Nay!  God  for  -  bids  Me  judge  the  rec-ord  of        your  deeds;  But 

2.  I'm  not  your  judge,  Nay!  I'm  un  -  fit,  God  plainly  tells   in  ho    -    ly  writ;  He 

3.  I'm  not  your  judge,  Nay!  One  on     high  Will  read  your  sentence  by     'and       by;  But 

4.  I'm  not  your  judge,  Nay  1  One  up  -  on  His  throne  will  judge  in  love,      His  own;  So, 
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tells  me  wait,  with  read  -  y  hand,  To    love  and    help    and   un-der-  stand;  But  tells  me 

bids  me  raise  and  lift     you  up,  Then  pass  to      you     the   lov-ing-cup;  He    bids  ma 

while  we  jour  -  ney  side     by  side,  I      am  your  friend  what-e'er    be  -  tide;  But  while  we 

o  •   ver  all     your  faults     I  cast  Love's  sa-cred  man  -  tie    to     the   last;  So       o  -  ver 


wait, 
raise 
jour 
all 


with  read -y  hand, 

and  lift  you  up, 

ney  side  by  side, 

your  faults  I  cast 


To  love,  and     help,  and    un-der -stand. 

Then  pass  to     you  the  lov  -  ing  -  cup. 

I    am  your  friend  what-e'er  be  •  tide. 

Love's  sacred  man  -     tie     to   the      last. 

^-^ £' 


-^ ^ , - & w- 

Judge  not,  that  ye  be  not  judged;   Judge   not,  that  ye   be  not  judged. 


No.  110.       A  Sinner  Made  Whole. 


W     M     Lieflthall  copyright,  not,  by  chas.  h.  oabriel. 
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Duet.    Tenor  and  Baritone.     (As  sung  by  Gabriel  A  Excel!.) 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  There's  a     song     in    my    heart  that  my      lips     can -not  sing,    "Tig     praise    in    the 

t     Solo  or  Quartet.  k       k  . 
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2.  I      shall  stand  one    day    fault  -  less  and     pure     by  His   throne,  Trans-formed  from  my 

3.  AH    the     mu  -  sic     of     heav  -  en,    so        per  -  feet  and   sweet,    Will    blend    with  my 


f 


i 


<-tr\ 1 


s^a:  \  |  j  ^m 


r-  i  t 


rrn 


b     b    ^ 


M^^^^^EkU^w^^ 


high -est    to      Je  -  sus,  my  King;    Its    mu  -  sic  each  mo-ment   is   thrill  -  ing     my  soul, 
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im  -  age,  con-formed  to    His  own;    Then    I      shall  find  words  for   the  song    of      my    60ul, 
song  and  will  make   it    com-plete;  Thro'  a  -  ges    un  -  end  -  ing    the    ech  -  oes     will    roll, 
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D.  S.— My  heart     it     is      sing -ing,  the    an-them  is  ring-ing, 
Fine.    Chords. 
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For      I       was    a     sin  -  ner,    but  Christ  made  me  whole.    A      sin  -  ner  made  whole!    s 
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For       I      was    a     sin  -  ner,  but  Christ  made  me  whole.    A       sin  -  ner  made  whole! 


nrwrrtimfiNtrrr  r 


/"or      /"      ipm     a    tin  -  ner,    but  Christ  made  me  whole. 
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sin  -  ner  made  whole!  The    Sav  -  ior  hath  bought  me    and    ran  -  somed  my     soul! 

rit. 
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sin  -  ner  made  whole!  The    Sav  -  ior  hath  bought  me  .  and    ran  • 


my     soul! 
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No.  m     His  Love  Gan  Never  Tail. 

F       S       Hall  COPYRIGHT,    1897,   BY  E.  O.   EXCEU. 

Ba    ^.     liail.  WORDS  AND  MU8IC. 

Duet.    Tenor  and  Baritone.    (As  sung  by  Gabriel  &  Excell.) 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.    I      do   not  ask   to    see  the  way  My  feet  will  have  to    tread,  But   on  -  ly  that  my 
Solo  or  Quartet. 
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2.  And  if    my  feet  would  go    a-stray,  They  can-not,  for   I    know    That  Je  -  sus  guides  my 

3,  I      will  not  fear,  tho'dark-ness come  A-broad  o'er  all  the  land,     .If      I   may  on  -  ly 
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soul  may  feed  Up  -  on     the  liv  -  ing  bread;  'Tis     bet-  ter  far  that      I  should  walk  By 
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fal-t'ring  steps,  As     joy-ful-ly      I     go;      And    tho'     I    may  not     see    His  face,  My 
feel    the  touch  Of      His  own  lov  -  ing  hand;    And    tho'     I  trera-ble  when    I  think  How 
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faith  close  to  His  side;       I    may  not  know  the  way 
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I     go,  But    oh,    I  know  my  Guide. 
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faith  is  strong  and  clear  That  in  each  hour   of    sore 
weak  I    am,  how  frail,    My  soul    is     sat  -  is  -  fied 


dis  -  tress,  My  Sav  • 
to  know  His  love 


ior  will  be* 
can  nev-er 


fail. 
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D.  S. — My  soul    is    sat  -  is -fied' 


Chorus  or  Quartet. 
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to    know  His  love 


can  nev-er 
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fail. 
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His        love    ...     can  nev  -  er      fail,     His 

His    love     can     nev  •  er         fail. 
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His     love    can 
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nev  -  er 

nev  •   er 


fail; 

fail; 
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His        love    ...     can  nev  -  er      fail,      His 

His     love    can     nev  -  er        fail. 


love    .    .    .    can 

His    love   can 


nev  -  er 

nev  -    er 
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No.  112.        I  Am  Happy  In  Him. 


E.  O.  E. 


E.  O.  Excel!. 
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1.  My      soul  is  so  hap-py    in    Je   -  sus,      For  He          is  so  pre-cious  to    me; 

2.  He      sought  me  so  long  ere    I  knew     Him,  When  wan  -  d'ringa-far  from  the   fold; 

3.  His     love  and  His  mer-cy  sur-  round    me,       His  grace      like  a  riv-er   doth  flow; 

4.  They   say  I  shall  some  day  be  like      Him,    My  cross       and  my  bur-den  lay   down; 
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His  face  it  is  Heav-en  to  see.  . 
To  where  there  are  pleasures  un-told.  . 
Is  with  me  wher-ev-er  I  go.  . 
In  gath   -   er-ing  gems  for  His  crown. 


His  voice  it   is  mu-sic  to  hear    it, 

Safe  home  in  His  arms  He  hath  bro't  me, 

His  Spir    -  it,  to  guide  and  to  com  -  fort, 

Till  then  I  will  ev  -  er    be  faith  -  ful, 
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My  soul  with  de  -  light  He   fills  day  and  night,  For    I       am  hap  -  py     in     Him. 


No.  113.      Sometime,  Somewhere. 


Charlie  D.  Tillman, 


Duet  or  Solo. 


1.  Un-an-swered  yet?  The  prayer  your  lips  have  pleaded        In  ag  -  o  -  ny       of  heart  these  man-y 

2.  Un-an-swered  yet?  Tho' when  you  first  pre-sent-ed      This  one  pe  -  ti   -  tion  at   the  Fa-ther's 

3.  Un-an-swered  yet?  Nay,  do  not  say  un-grant-ed;     Per-haps  your  part      is   not  yetwhol-ly 

4.  Un-an-swered  yet?  Faith  can-not  be   un  -  an-swered;  Her  feet  were  firm  -  ly  plant-ed    on  the 
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years?  Does  faith  be  -  gin  to  fail,  is  hope  de  -  part  -  ing, 

throne,  It  seemed  you  could  not  wait  the  time  of    ask  -  ing, 

done;  The  work  be-gan  when  first  your  prayer  was  ut  -  tered, 

Rock;  A  -  mid  the  wild-est  storm  prayer  stands  un-daunt-ed, 


And  think  you  all 
So    ur  -  gent  was 
And  God  will  fin   -    ish 
Nor  quails  be  •  fore     the 
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vain  those  falling  tears?  Say  not.  the  Fa  -  ther  hath  not  heard  your  prayer;  You  shall  have  your  de- 
heart  to  make  it  known.  Tho'  years  have  passed  siftce  then.do  not  de  -  spair;  The  Lord  will  an-swer 
what  He  has  be -gun.  If  you  will  keep     the  in-cense  burn-ing  there;  His  glo -  ry  you  shall 
loud-est  thun-der  shock;  She  knows  Om-nip  -  o-tence  has  heard  her  prayer,  And  cries,  "It  shall  be 
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sire,  some  -  time,  some-where,  You  shall  have  your  de  -  sire,  some  -  time,  some-where. 

you,  some  -  time,  some-where,  The  Lord  will  an  -  swer  you,  some  -  time,  some-where. 

see,  some-  time,  some-where,  His   glo  -  ry  you  shall  see,  some -time,  some-where. 

done,  some- time,  some-where,"  And  cries,  "It  shall  be  done,  some-time,  some-where.' 
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No.  114.  The  Good  Old-fashioned  Way. 


~  ,  -  -    COPVBIOHT,  1903,  Br  E    O    EXCEIL.      W&R08  AND  MUSIC. 

Kev.  Jotinson  uatman,  jr.         international  copyright  secured. 


E.  O.  Excell. 


1.  I       am  on   the  Gos-pel  highway,  Pressing  for-ward  to     the  goal,  Where  for  me   a  rest  re- 

2.  From  the  snares  of  sin-ful  pleas-ure,  Here  my  feet  are  al  -  ways  free;  Tho'  the  way  may  be  called 

3.  Man  -  y  friends  have  gone  before  me,  They  have  laid  their  ar-mor  down,  With  the  pil-grims  and  the 

4.  Just   a  few  more  steps  to  fol-low,  Just  a  few  more  days   to  roam;  But  the  way  grows  more  de- 


main-eth   In  the  home-land  of    the    soul: 
nar  -  row,  It  is  wide    e-nough  for     m'ej 

mar-tyrs  Have  ob-tained  a  robe  and  crown; 

light  -  f  ul  As  I '  m  draw-ing  near  -  er  home; 


Ev-'ry  hour  I'm  mov-ing    on-ward,  Not  a 
It  was  wide  e-nough  for  Dan-iel,  And  for 
On  this  road  they  fought  their  battles,  Shouting 
When  the  storms  of  life  are     o  -  ver,  And  the 
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mo  -  ment  to      de  -  lay;  I  am  go  -  ing  home  to  glo  -  ry    In  the  good  old-fashioned  way. 

Da  -  vid    in      his  day;  I  am  glad  that  I     can  fol  -  low  In  the  good  old-fashioned  way. 

vie  -  t'ry  day    by    day:  I  shall  o  -  ver-come  and  join  them  In  the  good  old-fashioned  way. 

clouds  have  rolled  a-  way,  I  shall  find  the  gates  of  Heav-en    In  the  good  old-fashioned  way. 
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In    the      good  old  -  fash-ioned      way,         In      the     good  old  -  fash-ioned      way 
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go  -  Jng    home      to      glo  -  ry 


In    the    good  old  -    fash-ioned    way. 
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No.  115. 


His  Love  Tor  Me. 


P     M     Eastwood  coprRiOHT.  190a.  by  e.  o   excell.     word*  and  music. 

•  •  -  •  INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 
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Introduction 
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1.  You  have  heard  of  the  sto  -  ry   of  Je      -      sus— Of  His  grace  flowing  boundless  and  free,  .  . 

2.  You  have  taardhow  He  blessed  lit  -  tie  chil-dren:  "Come,  all  ye  that  are  weary,"  said  He; 

3.  You  have  heard  how  the  blind  as  they  sought  Him,  Found  their  sight,  when  He  bade  them  to  see; 

4.  You  have  heard  how  He  spake  to  the  tem  -   pest— How  His  words," Peace, be  still! ' '  calmed  the  i 
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But  there's  no  one  can  tell  you  the  ful   -  ness   Of  His  won  -  der  -  ful  love  for  me 

So    1  came,  and  He  gave  me  the  bless  -  ing    Of  His  won  -  der  -  ful  love  for  me 

So  my    sin-blind-ed  eyes  have  been  o  -  pened  By  His  won -der -ful  love  for  me 

So  my  soul  found  the  peace  that  it  longed    for    In  His  won  -  der  -  ful  love  for  me.  .  .  .  . 
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His   love   for  me,      His    love    for   mel     High   as     the  heav'n,  deep   as     the    sea; 
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Love  that  will  last     thro'   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,      His  love    for  me,     His  love    for    mel 


Him  t[i:ff  trie  tffC" 


'Small  note*  may  b«  aged  u  a  Soprano  Obliento  after  last  stanxa. 


No.  116. 


Alfred  H.  Ackley. 


Somebody  Knows* 
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Introduction. 
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1.  FaU  -  ing  in  strength  when  op  -  prest  by    my    foes,  Some -bod- y  knows,  Some-bod-y  knows; 

2.  Why  should  I   fear  when  the   care-bil-lows    roll?  Some-bod-y  knows,  Some-bod-y  knows; 

3.  Wound-ed  and  help-  less  and  sick  with  dis- tress,  Some-bod-y  knows,  Some-bod-y  knows;  . 
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Wait  -  ing  for  some  -one  to  ban-isfa  my  woes,  Some-bod-y  knows,— 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
When  the  deep  shad  -  ows  sweep  o  -  ver  my  soul,  Some-bod-y  knows,— 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
Long -ing  for  home  and   a    moth-er's  ca  -  ress,    Some-bod-y  knows,— 'tis    Je   -   sus. 
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Chobus  or  Quartet. 
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•me-bod  -  y  knows,  Some-bod  -  y  knows  When    I    am  tempt-ed  and  tried  by    my 
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He     is      the  One  who  will     keep        me—  Some-bod  -  y  knows—  't  is      Je     -    sus. 
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No.  117.     How  Sweet  is  His  Love. 


James  Rowe. 


E.  O.  Excel! 
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1.  When  tronb-led  my  soul„and  when  peace  I  would  find,  How  sweet  is  the  love     of     Je  -  susl  .  . 

2.  When  faint  -ing  and  help-less  I     fall    in  de  -  spair,  How  sweet  is  the.  love     of     Je  -  susl  .  . 

3.  When  dark  is  the  night,  and  when  sore-ly  distressed,  How  sweet  is  the  love     of     Je  -  susl  .  . 
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When  lone  -  ly    I   feel,  and  when  friends  are  un-kind,  How  sweet  is  His  love     to      me! 
When  suf-f 'ring  with  pain,  and  when  sor-row  I    bear,  How  sweet  is  His  love     to      me!.. 
When  long-ing  my  soul  for  His  corn-fort  and  rest,  How  sweet  is  His  love     to      me!  .  . 
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0  .  .  .     how     sweet,  0    how  sweet  is  His     love,  .  .   How  sweet  is  His  love    to 

ft.  i— .j 


irf^fc 


nm$H-i 


mm 


m^ 


j-  j- 


g 


i-w 


wm 


m 


w 


me!  ..  When  friends  all  have  gone, and  I  suf  -  fer  a  -  lone,  How  sweet  is  His  love  to      me!  .  . 


No.  its.    When  I  Shall  Tall  Asleep. 


Moses  Gage  Shirley. 
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Chas.  H.  Oabriel. 
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Introduction. 
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1.  Some  day  the  sun    of     life  shall  set, 

2.  Some   day  the  cares  of     life   will  cease, 

3.  Some   day  my  work  will   all     be   done, 


and  I  shall  fall  a  -  sleep,  And, 
and  I  shall  fall  a  -  sleep,  And, 
and       I        shall  fall   a  -  sleep,  But 
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leav-ing  all  that  I  hold  dear, 
pass-ing  from  yon,  I  shall  s© 
0  what  joy  to  know  that  I 


i^tmu 


will    find  the  si-lence   deep,—  That  mys-ter-y  which,  still  un- 

a   -far  the  gold-en     street,     And  sainted  forms  of  those  who 

shall  wake  to  nev  -  ef     Treepl       For  where  I  go  we  know  that 
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solved,  God  and  His  an  •  gels  know, 
dwell  up  -  on  the  oth  -  er  .  shore, 
God         has  promised  per    -     feet   rest 


(And    those  who  walk  by  crystal  streams  where 
Be  -  hold    the  loved  ones  who  from  us     a- 
And    peace    for  ev  -  'ry  ach-ing  heart,  and 
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heav'nly  breez  -  es  blow,)  Where  grief  nor  sor-row  ev  *  er  come,  nor  tronb  -  le's  bil-Iows 
while  have  gone  be  -fore,  Where  soft  and  cool-ing  pathways  lie,  where  none  phallev-er 
ev  -  'ry  troub  -  led    breast;     And    love   more  last-ing  than  our  own  He'll   give      to  me  to 


When  I  Shall  fall  Asleep. 


sweep;  Some     day       the  Reap-er  will  ap- pear,       and     I       shall  fall  a  -  sleep, 

weep—         Some     day       the  hour  for  me  will  come,      and     I       shall  fall  a  -  sleep, 
keep,  When      all         my  bur-dens  are  laid  down,      and     I      have  gone  to  sleep. 
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No.  119.    Because  His  Name  is  Jesus. 
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1.  In  vain  I've  tried       a  thon-sand  ways      My    fears     to  quell,  my  hopes    to  raise, 

2.  My  soul      is  night,  my  heart     is  steel,        I      can  -  not  see,  I       can  -  not  feel; 

3.  He  died     forme,  He  lives,  He  pleads,   There's  love    in  all  His  words  and  deeds; 

4.  Tho'  some  will  scorn,  and  some  will  blame,.     I'll    go     with  all  my     guilt  and  shame, 
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But     what  I  need      thro'  all     my  days  Is  Je  -  sus,  is  Je  -  bus. 

For      light;  for  life,        I  must    ap-peal  To  Je  -  sus,  to  Je  -  sus. 

There's  all  a  guilt  -   y  sin  -  ner  needs  In  Je  -  sus,  in  Je  -  sus. 

I'll        go  to  Him      be   -  cause  His  name  Is  Je  -  sus,  is  Je  -  sus. 
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No.  120. 


He  Knows  It  All. 
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1.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  Why  I  have  missed  the  path  I   chose, 

2.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  The  thorns  I  pluck  with  ev-'ry  rose, 

3.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  The  strength  or  weakness  of  my  foes, 
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And  that  I  soon  shall  clearly  see  The  way  Ho  led  was  best  for  me. 
Thedai-ly  griefs  I  seek  to  hide  From  the  dear  souls  I  walkbe-side 
And  that  I  need     but  stand  and  see       Each  conflict  end       invic-to-ry. 
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He  knows  it 


all,     ....   He  knows  it 

He  knows  it   all, 
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He  knows  it   all, 
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.     .  He  knows  it  all;     .     .     .     Thy  bit-ter    tears 

ther  knows.  He  knows    it   all;  Thy  bit  -  ter    tears, 
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fast  they  fall!—  He  knows,   My    Fa  -  ther  knows    it     all 

how  fast  they  fall!— 
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No.  121, 


But  For  a  Moment. 
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1.  "But    for     a  mo-ment"   this  weight  of  af  -  flic-tion;     "But    for     a 

2.  "But    for     a  mo-ment"   this  bond  of  re-strain-ing;    "But    fcr     a 

3.  "But    for     a  mo-ment"   this    day  of  a-lone-ness;    "But    for     a 
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mo-ment"  this  darkness,  this  gloom;  Then  the  bright  to-mor-row,  Then 
mo-ment"  this  tri  -  al,  this  care;  Then  the  glad  a-wak-ing,  Then 
mo-ment"  this       pa-thos,  this  blight;  Then  the  morn  of  glo-ry,      Then, 
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no  more  sin  or  sor  -  row; 
Heaven's  glo-ry  break-ing; 
then  the  new, new,  sto  -  ry; 


Mora-ing    of      bliss      be  -  yond     the 
Dawn-ing    of      life        be  -  yond   com- 
Heav  -  en,    and    joy      with  -  out        a 
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Morn  -  ing    of 


tomb, 

pare,  Dawn-ing    of      life 

night,         Heav  -  en,  and    joy 


be  -  yond  the  tomb, 
be  -  yond  com  -  pare, 
with  -  out  a      night. 
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No.  122. 


Holy  Bible,  Book  Divine. 


John  Burton. 

Slow,  with  dignity. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly  Bi  -  ble,  Book  di  -  vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine: 

2.  Mine  to  chide  me  when    I     rove;  Mine  to    show    a     Sav-ior'slove; 

3.  Mine  to  com-fort    in     dis- tress,  Suf-f'ring  in    this    wil -der-ness; 

4.  Mine  to  tell    of    joys    to    come,  And   the   reb- el     sin-ner's  doom: 
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Mine  to     tell   me  whence  I    came;  Mine  to    tell    me    what    I      am; 

Mine  thou   art    to  guide  and  guard;  Mine  to    pun-ish     or       re -ward; 

Mine  to    show,  by   liv  -  ing  faith,  Man  can   tri-umph  o    -    ver  death; 

0      thou    ho -ly  Book    di  -  vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art   mine.. 
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Ho  -  ly     Bi  -  ble,  Book    di  -  vine,    Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou    art  mine; 
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O    tfaoa    ho  -  ly  Book     di-vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine! 


No.  123.         Where  is  My  Boy  To-Night? 
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With  tenderness. 
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1.  Where  is  my  wand'ring  boy   to-night— The     boy   of  my  ten-d'rest  care, 

2.  Once  he  was  pure  as  morn-ing  dew,  As  he  knelt  at  his  moth-er's  knee; 

3.  0     could  I    see  you  now,  my  boy,     As      fair    as  in    old-  en     time, 

4.  Go     for  my  wand'ring  boy  to-night;    Go   search  for  him  where  you    will; 
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The   boy  that  was  once  my  joy    and  light,  The  child  of  my  love  and  prayer? 

No    face  was  so  bright,  no  heartmore true,  Andnonewasso  sweet  as  he. 

When  prat- tie  and  smile  made  home  a   joy,  And  life  was  a  mer-ry  chimel 

But  bring  him  to  me   with  all    his  blight,  And  tell  him  I  love  him  still. 
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Chorus.    JVbt  too  fast. 
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0  where  is    my  boy     to  -  night?    0  where   is    my  boy     to  -  night? 
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Myheart  o'er-flows,forI  loyehimheknows;Owhere  is  my  -boy   to 
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What  If  It  Were  To-day? 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 
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1.  Je  -  sus    is  com-ing  to    earth  a  -  gain,  What  if     it  were   to-day? 

2.  Sa  -  tan's  do-min-ion  then  will    be  o'er,     0  that  it  were    to  -  day! 

3.  Faithful  and  true  would  He  find  us  here      If  He  should  come  to  -  day? 
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Com  -  ing  in  pow-er  and  love  to  reign,  What  if  it  were  to  -  day? 
Sor  -  row  and  sigh-ing  shall  be  no  more,  0  that  it  were  to-day! 
Watching   in  glad-ness  and  not    in    fear,      If  He  should  come  to  -  day? 
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Com-ing 
Then  shall 
Signs  of 


to      claim      His  cho  -  sen  Bride,    All   the    re  - 
the    dead        in  Christ    a  -  rise,  Caught  up    to 
His    com    -    ing  mul  -  ti  -  ply,    Morn -ing  light 
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-  fied,         0  -  ver   this  whole  earth  scat  -  tered 

skies;    When  shall  these    glo  -  ries  meet     our 

sky,    Watch,  for   the    time      is  draw  -  ing 
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Chorus. 
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What    if 
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it    were      to   -  day? 


Glo    -    ry! 


glo    -    ry! 
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What  If  It  Were  To-day? 
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Joy  to  my  heart  'twill  bring;  Glo  -  ry! 

Joy  to        my    heart 'twill  bring; 


glo  -  ry! 


When  we  shall 

When 
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crown  Him    King; 

we       shall   crown  Him  King; 
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glo    -    ry!        Je-sus  will  come  some  day. 


No.  125. 


The  Ninety  and  Nine. 


There  were  ninety  and  nine  that  safely  lay 

In  the  shelter  of  the  fold,    - 
But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away, 

Far  off  from  the  gates  of  gold; 
Away  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare, 
And  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care. 

4 'Lord,  Thou  hast  here  Thy  ninety  and 
nine; 
Are  they  not  enough  for  Thee?" 
But  the  Shepherd  made  answer:  "This 
of  Mine 
Has  wandered  away  from  Me; 
And  although   the  road  be  rough  and 

steep, 
I  go  to  the  desert  to  find  My  sheep." 

But  none  of  the  ransomed  ever  knew 
How  deep  were  the  waters  crossed; 
Or  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the 
Lord  passed  through 
Ere  he  found  His  sheep  that  was  lost. 
Out  in  the  desert  He  heard  its  cry- 
Sick  and  helpless,  and  ready  to  die. 


"Lord, whence  are  those  blood-drops  all 
the  way 
That      mark    out     the    mountain's 
track?" 
"They  were  shed  by  one  who  had  gone 
astray 
Ere  the  Shepherd  could  bring  him 
back." 
"Lord,  whence  are  Thy  hands  so  rent 
and  torn?" 
They  are  pierced  to-night  by  many  a 
thorn." 

But  all  through  the  mountains,  thunder- 
riven, 
And  up  from  the  rocky  steep, 

There  rose   a  cry  from   the    gate    of 
Heaven, 
"Rejoice!   I  have  found  My  sheep!" 

And    the    angels    echoed    around    the 
throne, 

"Rejoice!    for  the  Lord  brings  back 
His  own! 

—Elizabeth  C.  Clephane. 


No.  126.     Give  the  flowers  to  the  Living. 
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1.  Give  the  flow-ers  to  the  liv  -  ing,       Let  sweet  fragrance  fill  the   air, 

2.  Give   the  flow-ers  to  the  liv  -  ing,      Give  them  hon-  or,  love  and  cheer, 

3.  Give   the  flow-ers  to  the  liv  -  ing,      Scat  -  tei  blos-somson  life's  way, 
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Bless-ings  fol -low  with  the  giv  -  ing,     Pure  and  sweet  as    lil  -  y    fair; 
Let  them  see  ap-pr  -ci  -  a  -  tion       Of   their  la-borswhile  they're  here; 
You  will  see  the  glad  thanks-giv-ing     Beam-ingheav'nwarddayby  day; 
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Give  the  toil -ers  oft  a  to-  ken  Of  the  love  you  would  be-stow, 
Give  en-coui-age-mentandprais-es  To  the  wor- thy  ones  you  meet, 
Like  the  lo v- ing  Mag-da -len  -  a,      Giv  -  ing  all   she  could  be-stow, 
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Give   the  flow-ers   to  the  liv  -  ing,— If   you  love  them,  tell  them  so. 
Sweet-est  blossoms  for  the  liv  -  ing,  Strew  the  path  for  wear- y    feet. 
Show  -  er  bless-ings  on  the  liv  -  ing,— If   you  love  them,  tell  them  so. 


Chorus. 


Give  the  Flowers  to  the  Living. 
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Mu-sic,  flowers,  sun-ny    hours,     For  the  toil -era  here  be -low; 
•  be  -  low; 
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Give    the  flow-era  to   the   liv  -   ing,—    If  you  love  them,  tell  them  so. 
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No.  127 


Now  the  Day  is  Over. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 


Joseph  Darnby. 
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1.  Now    the    day     is       o 

2.  Je   -  sus,  give    the  wear 

3.  Grant  to      lit  -  tie  chil  « 

4.  When  the  morn  -  hag  wak 


ver,  Night    is    draw  -  ing 
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Shad-  ows  of  the  eve 
With  Thy  ten-d'rest  bless 
Guard  the  sail  -  ors,  toss 
Pure,  and  fresh,  and     sin 
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Steal     a  -  cross 
May    our   eye  - 
On     the  deep 
In     Thy  ho   ■ 


the  sky. 

lids  close. 

blue  sea. 

ly  eyes. 


-&- 


J- 


4  J   j  •  i 


&=¥ 


m 


r  c  r  r 


ning  Steal 


a  -   cross 


(he       ekj» 


No.  128.  The  Sign  of  the  Gross. 
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1.  While  the  bat-tie  of  life    is     rag  -  ing,  And  the  din  of  the  con-flict  swells, 

2.  In    the  midst  of  the  fier  -  y      tri  -  al,      When  all  things  are  go-ing  wrong, 

3.  In    ourblind-ness    we  will  stum-ble,  And  it  may  be  that  we  will    fall, 

4.  While  the  bat-tie  of  life    is     rag  -  ing,  And  the  din  of  the  con-flict  swells, 
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We  will  look  to  the  sign  up  -  lift  -  ed- 
Keep  your  eyes  on  the  cross  of  Jo-sus, 
But  we  look  to  our  mij;ht-y  Cap-tain, 
We  will  look  to  the  sign  up  -  lift  -  ed- 
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-  The     sign  that  of  Je  -  sus  tells. 
And  the  weak  will  become  the  strong. 
And  the  Sav-ior  will  hear  our  call. 

-  The     sign  that  of  Je  -  sus  tells. 
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1.  Sing  them    o  -  ver     a  -  gain    to  me,  Won-der  -  ml  words  of  Life; 

2.  Christ,  the  bless -ed  One,  gives  to    ail,   Won-der  -ml*  words  of  Life; 

3.  Sweet-ly    ech  -  o    the  gos.  -  pel  call,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  Life; 
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Let    me  more   of  their  beau  -ty  see,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  Life. 

Sin  -  ner,  list    to   the  lov  -  ing  call,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  Life. 

Of  -  fer  par -don  and  peace  to    all,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  '  Life. 
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Words  of  life  and  beau-ty,  Teach  me  faith  and  du  -  ty! 
All  so  freo  -  ly  giv  -  en,  Woo  -  ing  us  to  heav  -  en: 
Je   -    bus,     on  -  ly     Sav  -  ior,     Sane  -  ti  -  fy      for  -  ev  -  er: 
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1.  'Tis  ours,   0    cbil-dren  of     the  King,  Redeemed  by    Je  -  sus'   blood, 

2.  Al  -  most  two-thousand  years  have  gone  Since  Je  -  sus  went    a  -  way, 

3.  Let  pow'r  from  Heav'n  abroad  be  shed    In    ev  - 'ry  heart  to-  day, 
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Sal  -  va-tion's  ban-ner  wide    to  fling  Thro'  all  the  earth  a  -  broad. 
And  still    the  task    re-mains  un-done   lie    left  with    us  that  day. 
And,  Spir  -  it -filled  and  Spir  -  it  -  led,  We'll   to    the  work  a  -  way. 
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Un  -  til     the  lost    in 
And  let  love's  ban-ner 
The  com  -  ing  King  we 
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be  un-furled  To  earth's  re-mot -est 
then  shall  see,  And    In      His  glo  -  ry 
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1.  Driv-ing   the    foe     be  -  fore    us,    we    are  press  -  ing  on,      In  the 

2.  Bear -ing    the  price -less    mes-sage  to     be  -  night  -  ed  souls  In  the 

3.  Ev  -  er  -  y    race   and     peo  -  pie  shall  His  good  -  ness  know  And  re- 
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fight  for  truth  and  right,  With  our  ban  -  ners  high  in  the  sun  -  lit  sky, 
haunts  and  dens  of  sin,  Mak- ing  known  His  grace  to  a  fet-tered  race, 
vere  Him  for  His   love,     Shall  ex  -  tol    our  King,  till  the  earth  shall  bring 
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Find  -  ing      glo  -  ry       in      the     fight.  Hav-ing  the    sweet    as- 

We     with  Christ  are     sure      to       win;  Spread-ing  His    love     and 
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that  the  Lord  will  win  And  re -ward  us  in  the  end, 
with  en  -  rap-tured  hearts,  Mak-ing  known  Hispow'r  to  save, 
and,  at  length,  His  throne  Our  Re-deem -er  shall  as-cend; 
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press-ing  on  with  God's  great  Son,  The  soul's  e  -  ter  -  nal  Friend, 
true  re  -  main,  till  He  shall  reign  O'er  ev  -  'ry  land  and  wave. 
'  countless  days  our  souls  shall  praise  The  sin-ner's  per -feet  Friend. 
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1.  Crown  Him,  crown  Him  with  glo  -  ry   the  King      of 

2.  He        who    reigns  o'er  the  king-doms  of  earth      to 

3.  Praise  Him,  praise  Him,  the  King  on   the  great  white 
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Praise    and      hom- age  each  heart  as    its    trib  -  ute 
Sends     His      bless-ings   to    those  in   the  heav'n- ward 
Love     Him,    serve  Him,  who  ml- eth  by    love       a 
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Sing,  0  earth,  and  u  -  nite  in  the  might  -  y  re  -  frain — 
Sing  we  prais-es  with  hearts  that  with  love  o  -  ver  -  flow— 
Up  ,     to       heav  -  en  the  shout  of  the   glo   -  ri  -  fied     rings— 
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Christ,  our    Ke-deem-er  and  King,  will  for  -  ev   -   er  reign! 

Glo    -    ry     to     Je  -  sus  who  con-quersour    ev  -   'ry  foe! 

Laud*    and    a  -  dore  Him,  and  crown  Him  the  King      of  kings! 
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1.  Rock  of    A    -    ges,     cleft  for  me,    Blest  Rock  of  A     -     ges,    cleft  for  me, 

2.  Coullmy  tsars   for  -  ev  -  er  flow,    Oh!    Coull  my  tsars    for  -  ev  -  er  flow, 

3.  While  I   draw   this     fleet-ingbreathjes,  While  I  draw     this    fleeting  breath. 
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Oh!  Let  me  hide  my  -  self  in 
Oh!  Could  my  zeal  no  languor 
Yes,  When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in 
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Oh!  Let  the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood 
No,  These  for  sin  could  not  a  -  tone. 
Yes,    When  I   rise         to  world's  unknown, 
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From  Thy  wound  -  ed  side  which  flow'd,  Yes,  From  Thy  wound  -  ed  side  which  flow'd, 
Thou  must  save    and  Thou  a  -  lone.     Yes,  Thou  must  save      and  Thou  a  -  lone, 
And   be  -  hold     Thee  on  Thy  throne,  Yes,  And    be  -  hold      Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
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Be                   of      sin                  the      doub    -    -     le       cure, 
In                    my     hand               no       price               I        bring; 
Rock                of      A      -      -      ges,    cleft              for      me, 
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Be     of  sin      the     doub-le    cure,     Yes,  Be    of   sin     the       doub-le  cure, 
In     my  hand    no       price  I  bring,      Lord,  In    my  hand    no        price  I  bring, 
Rock  of  A    -   ges,     cleft  for  me,        Blest  Rock  of    A  -  ges,       cleft  for  me, 
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and  make  me  pure,  Yes,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
Thy  cross  I  cling,  Lord,  Sim  -  ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling, 
my  -  self  in   Thee,  Oh,    Let  me  hide      my  -  self  in  Thee. 
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1.  All     hail     to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u  -  el,   We    cast our  crowns  be- 

2.  All     hail     to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u  -  el,   The    ran    -     -    somed  hosts  sur- 

3.  All     hail     to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u  -  el,   Our     ris  -     en  King  and 
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Sav  -  iorl  Thy  foes  are  vanquished,  and  Thou  art  Om  -  nip       -      o  -  tent  for- 
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dore  Thee.  In  praise  to  Thee,  our  Sav  -  ior,  King,  The  vi-brant  chords  of 
crown  Thee.  While  those  redeemed  in  a  -  ges  gone,  As-semb-led  round  the 
ev    -     er.  Death,  sin   and  hell   no     Ion  -  ger  reign,  And  Sa-tan's  pow'r  is 


m^-f  i  if :  u 


*e 


m 


#-=- 


0A4-k4^H=^it^ 


heav  -  en  ring,  And  ech  -  o  back  the  might -y  strain:  All 
great  white  throne,  Break  forth  in  -  to  im  -  mor  -  tal  song:  All 
burst     in     twain;  E    -   ter   -   nal     glo  -  ry         to      Thy  Name:  All 
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hail!  all    haill  All     bail,    all    hail,   Im-man  -  u  -  el! 

All   hail!  all    hail! 
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Chords. 
Hail,  . 


All  Mail,  Immanuel? 

.  .  Im-man-u-el,  Im-man-u-el!      Hail, 


Hail  to  the  King  we 


we  love  so  well,       Hail,      Im    -    man  -  u  -  el!      Hail  to  the 


Hail! 


to  the  King  we  love  so  welL 
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Im-man  -u  -  el,    Im-man  -u  -  el! 
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Hail, 
Hail! 
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man  -  u  -  el!       Glo-  ry  and  hon-  or  and  maj  -  es  -  ty, 

Glo  ry  and    maj  -  es  -  ty. 
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Wis-dom  and  pow-er   be    un  -  to  Thee,  Now  and    ev  -  er  -  more!     S£/ 

Wis     -        -      dom  be     un    -    to    The9,  <~       ^^ 
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.  Im-man-u-el,  Im-man-u-el! 


Hail Im-man-u-el,  Im-man-u-el!      Hail . 


Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well 
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Hail 

Hail! 
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Im    -    man  -  u  -  el!      Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well, 
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Im-man-u-el, Tm-man-u-el! 
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Hail,    im  -  man- u -el!  Kingof  kings  and  Lord  of  lords,  All  hail,  Im-man-u-el! 

Hail! . 
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No.  135. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


The  Fight  Is  On. 

COPYRIGHT,   1905,   BY  WM.  J.   KIRKPATRICK. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  The    fight     is      on,      the    trump  -  et  sound    is   ring  -  ing  out,  The 

2.  The    fight     is       on,        a  -  rouse,   ye     sol  -  diers  brave  and  truel  Je- 

3.  The   Lord     is     lead  -  ing       on      to     cer  -  tain  vie  -  to  -  ry;    The 
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cry  "To  arms!"  is  heard  a-  far  and  near; 
ho  -  vah  leads,  and  vic-t'ry  will  as  -  sure; 
bow    of  prom  -  ise  spans  the  east-ern    sky; 

f-::  nE  -S-;  -g-  -f— #-    &jjj 


The  Lord  of  hosts    is 
Go,  buck-le     on     the 
His    glo-rious  name    in 
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march-ing  on  to  vie  -  to  -  ry,  The  tri-umph  of  the  Christ  will  soon  ap-pear. 
ar  -  mor  God  has  giv  -  en  you,  And  in  His  strength  un  -  to  the  end  en-dure. 
ev  -   'ry  land  shall  honored  be;  The  morn  will  break,  the  dawn   of  peace  is  nigh. 


Chorus.     Unison. 
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The  fight  is  on,  0  Christian  sol-dier,  And  face  to  face  in  stern  ar-ray,  With  ar-mor 
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gleaming,  and  colors  streaming,  The  right  and  wrong  engage  to-day!    The  fight  is 
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The  FiSht  Is  On. 
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on,  but  be  not    wear  -  y;  Be  strong,  and  in  His  might  holdfast; 


If  God  be 
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for   us,       His  ban-ner  o'er  us,    We'll  sing  the  vic-tor's  song  at  lastl 

Vic  -  fry,  Vic  -  fry, 
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No.  136. 


Elizabeth  Prentiss. 
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More  Love  to  Thee. 

USED  BY  PERMISSION. 

~J I |_ 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  More    love    to  Thee 

2.  Once   earth -ly    joy 

3.  Then   shall  my  lat - 


,  0  Christ,  More   love    to   Thee!  Hear  Thou  the 

I  craved,  Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee    a- 

est  breath  Whis  -  per  Thy  praise;  This      be     the 
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This  is  my  ear-  nest  plea: 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be: 
This    still    its  prayer  shall   be: 

-» K5— 


prayer  I  make  On 

lone      I    seek,  Give 

part  -  ing    cry  My 

I  -^ 


bend  -  ed  knee; 
what  is  best; 
heart  shall  raise; 
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More  love,  0  Christ, to  Thee,  More  love  to  Thee,    More  love  to  Thee! 
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No.  137. 


Touch  Not,  Taste  Not. 


Dwight  Williams. 


USED   BY   PERMISSION. 


'Maryland.' 


1.  There's  dan- ger  in     the  flow-ing  bowl!  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dlenot! 

2.  "Strong  drink  is  rag-ing,"  God  hath  said:  Touch  not,  taste  not,  nan  -  die  not! 

3.  Come,     let    us  join  each  heart  and  hand,  Touch  noU,  taste  not,  han  -  die  not! 

4.  Oh,        has-ten,  then,  the    hap-  py  time!  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han  -  die  not! 
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'Twill  ru  -  in  bod  -  y,  ru  -  in  soul!  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han -die  not! 
And  thousands  it  hath  cap -tive  led!  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han -die  not! 
To  drive  the  traf  -  fie  from  the  land;  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han -die  not! 
When   joy  -  ful  bells  the  notes  will  chime;  Touch  not,  taste  not,  han  -  die  not! 
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'Twill  rob  the  pock  -  et  of  its  cash;  'Twill  scourge  thee  with  a  cm  -  el  lash; 
It  leads  the  young,  and  strong,  and  brave;  It  leads  them  to  a  drunkard's  grave; 
We  need  the  strong-est,  brav-est  hearts  To  foil  the  cru  -  el  tempter's  arts, 
Then  raise  the  temp 'ranee  flag  on  high,  And  lift  your  voi  -  ces    to    the  sky — 
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And  all  thy  hopes  of  pleasure  dash,— Touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle  not! 
It  leads  them  where  no  arm  can  save — Touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle  not! 
And  heal  his  fearful  wounds  and  smarts— Touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle  not. 
Sing,  glo  -  ry    be     to     God  on  high — Touch  not,  taste  not,  han-dle  not! 


No.  138. 


C.  D.  Martin. 


Was  It  You? 

COPYRIGHT,  1905,   Bf  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Some-bod -y  vot-ed   to    ru  -  in  my  boy,  Was  that  somebody  you? 

2.  Some-bod -y    ar-guedin    fa-vor  of  wrong,Was  that  somebody  you? 

3.  Some-bod  -  y  turned  all  my  day  in  -  to  night,  Was  that  somebody  you? 

4.  Some-bod -y    li-censed  an-oth-er  to  sell,  Was  that  somebody  you? 


Some-bod -y  helped  his  pure  life  to  de-stroy,  Was  that  some-bod-y  you? 

Some-bod  -  y  hushed  in  my  life  a  sweet  song,  Was  that  some-bod-y  you? 

Some-bod-y  vot-ed  to  throt-tle  the  right,  Was  that  some-bod-y  you? 

That  which  could  turn  Par-a-dise  in -to    hell,  Was  that  some-bod-y  you? 


Was  that  some-bod-y    you? Was  that  some-bod-y    you? 

was   it    you?  was.it    you? 
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you? 

was   it    you 


Some-bod-y  vot-ed  to   ru- in  my  boy,  Was  that  some-bod-y   you?. 

was    it    you? 


No.  139. 


America. 


S.  F.  Smith. 


The  National  Song  of  America. 
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English. 
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1.  My  country, 'tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,    Of  thee  I    sing:  Land  where  my 

2.  My  na-tive  country,  thee,  Land  of  the  no  -  bio,  free,  Thy  name  I  love:      I  love  thy 

3.  Let  mu-sic  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song:  Let  mortal 

4.  Our  father's  God!  to  Thee,  Au-thor  of    lib  -  er  -  ty,    To  Thee  we  sing:  Long  may  our 
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fa  -   thers  died,  Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride,From  ev-'ry  moun-tain  side  Let  free-dom  ring! 
rocks  an 3  rills,  Thy  woods  and  tomplcd  hills;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a-bove. 
tongues  awako;  Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,The  sound  prolong. 
land    be  bright  With  freedom's  ho-ly  light;  Pro-tect  us    by  Thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King! 
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God  Save  the  King. 

The  National  Song  of  Britain. 

2.  3. 

Through  every  changing  scene,  Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store, 
0  Lord,  preserve  our  King;       On  him  be  pleased  to  pour; 


1 


No.  140. 
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God  save  our  gracious  King, 
Long  live  our  noble  King, 

God  save  the  King: 
Send  him  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us; 

God  save  the  King. 


Long  may  he  reign: 
His  heart  inspire  and  move 
Wth  wisdom  from  above, 
And  in  a  nation's  love 

His  throne  maintain. 


Long  may  he  reign: 
May  he  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 

God  save  the  King. 


No.  141. 


Home,  Sweet  Home. 
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,    /  'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature  complaints  \ 
'  \  How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  com-mun  -  ion  with        )  saints!  To  find  at  the  banquet  of 

2  S  An     al  -  ien  from  God,  and  a  stran-ger  to  grace,  \ 

'  ,)    I  wandered  thro'  earth,  its  gay  pleasures  to  1  trace;  In  the  pathway  of  sin  I  con- 

3  J  The  pleas-uresof  earth  I  have  seen  fade  a- way;   \ 

\  They  bloom  for  a  sea-son,  but  soon  they  de-         |  cay;  But  pleasures  more  lasting  in 
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Home,  Sweet  Home. 

*£  ,  Fine.  Chorus. 


D.S. 
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mer-cy  there's  room.AndTeel  in  the  presence  of  Je-sus  at  home. 

tin  -  ued  to  roam,Unmindf  ul,alas!  that  it  led  me  from  home.  Home,home,sweet,sweet  home; 

Je  -  sus  are  giv'n,  Sal-va-tion  on  earth  and  a  mansion  in  heav'n. 


D.S.— Prepare  me,  dear  Savior,  for  heaven  my  home. 

No.  142      Safely  Through  Another  Week. 


John  Newton. 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Safe-Iy  thro'  an-oth-er  week,  God  has  bro't  us    on  our  way;  Let   us 

2.  While  we  pray  for  pard'ning  grace,  Thro'  the  dear  Redeemer's  name,  Show  Thy 

3.  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise;  Let    us  feel  Thy  presence  near;  May  Thy 

4.  May  the  gos-pel's  joy -ful  sound  Con-quersin-ners,  com-fort  saints;  Make  the 
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now  a  bless- ing  seek,  Wait- ing  in  His  courts  to-day.  Day 
rec  -  on  -  cil  -  ed  face,  Take  a  -  way  our  sin  and  shame;  From 
glo  -  ry  meet  our  eyes,  While  we  in  Thy  house  ap  -  pear;  Here 
fruits    of  grace   a -bound,  Bring  re  -lief     to     all    com-plaints;  Thus 
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all    the  week  the  best,  Emblem  of    e  -  ter  -  nal  rest;  of     e  -  ter  -  nal 

world-ly  cares  set  free,  May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee;  rest  this  day  in 

ford  us,  Lord,  a  taste  Of  our  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  feast,  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing 

all  our  Sabbaths  prove,  Till  we  join  the  church  a-bove;  join  the  church  a- 
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rest. 
Thee, 
feast, 
bove. 
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No.  143. 


H.  R.  P. 


Yield  Not  to  Temptation. 

USED   BY   PERMISSION   OF  DR.    H.    R.    PALMER, 
OWNER   OF   COPYRIGHT. 


Dr.  H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Yield  not  to  temp-ta  -  tion,  For  yield-ing  is      sin;      Each  vic-t'ry  will 

2.  Shun    e-vil  corn-pan  -  ions,  Bad  languaga  dis  -  dain;  God's  name  hold  in 

3.  To    him  that  o'er-com-eth,   God  giv-eth  a     crown;  Thro'  faith  we  will 
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help  you  Some  oth  -  er  to  win;  Fight  man-ful  -  ly  on  -  ward, 
rev  -  'rence,  Nor  take  it  in  vain;  Be  thought-ful  and  ear  -  nest, 
con  -  quer,   Tho'  oft  -  en  cast  down;      He     who   is     our  Sav  -  ior, 
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Dark  passions  sub  -  due;  Look 

Kind-heart-ed  and  true;  Look 

Our  strength  will  re-new;  Look 

J 


ev-er  to  Je  -  sus,  He'll  car-ry  you  thro', 
ev-er  to  Je  -  sus,  He'll  car-ry  you  thro', 
ev-er  to  Je  -  sus,  He'll  car-ry  you  thro'. 
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Chorus. 
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Ask    the  Sav  -  ior    to    help 
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you,  Com-fort,  strengthen,  and  keep  you; 
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He      is    will-ing    to    aid 


5£ 


you,   He     will    car-ry   you     thro'. 
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Devotional  Ijijmns* 


No.  144.       Prayer  for  Life  More  Abundant. 


Rev.  H.  Hartzler. 


COPYRIGHT.   1914.  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  More  life  from  Thee,    0    Christ,  for   me,  With  bur  -  dened  heart     I 

2.  Thou  art  ray    life;      I      live      in  Thee;  But  more     a  -  bun  -  dant 

3.  More  life,  0   Christ,  from  Thee    for   me,   That     I      may  bear    my 

4.  More  life,  0    Christ    my    life,  from  Thee,  That     I      may  wait    and 

5.  More  life,  0    Christ    my  Lord,  from  Thee,  More  pow'r   to    dare     all 

6.  More  life  for     me,      0  Christ,  from  Thee,  Till      I       am     lost      in 
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cry     to    Thee!    In   mer  -  cy    hear   my  hum  - 
life    give    me!    For     I    would  still  more  fruit  - 
cross  for  Thee,  And  joy    with    self  -  de  -  ny  - 
watch  with  Thee,  And    in     the    dark -est  hours 
things  for  Thee;   To  work  and  bear,  to  watch 
life    and  Thee;  Then  with  Thee,  where  Thou  dost 
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ble    plea,   For    life,  more 
ful     be       In  works    of 
ing    toil     To  glean  the 
be    true,  When  stead-fast, 
and  wait,     To  count  no 
a  -  bide,     At    last     I 


m 


i 


-f=- 


* 


-&r 


■a- 


m 


— r 


i 


s 


"(Sr- 


CK  Vgi 


m 


m* 


# 


#Eg: 


-w*- 


^ 


life,    0  Christ,  from  Thee,  More  life  from    Thee,     0  Christ,  from    Thee. 


faith  and  love    for  Thee,  Glad  to     ful  -  fill       Thy    ho  -  ly 

field  for    pre-cious  spoil,  ForHeav'nand  Thee,     0  Christ,  for 

faith-fnl  friends  are   few,  And  stand  for  Thee  when  oth  -  ers 

toil     or    pain  too  great,  So     it     may  be,      dear  Lord,  for 

shall  be     sat  -  is  -  fied  With  life     in  Thee,    0  Christ,  in 
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will. 

Thee. 

flee. 

Thee. 

Thee. 
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No.  145.  Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 

Sarah  F.  Adams.  (BETHANY.) 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Thee;  E'en  tho'  it    be   a  cross  That  raiseth  me; 

2.  Tho'  like  a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,Darkness  be   o  -  ver  me,  My    rest  a  stone; 

3.  There  let  the  way  ap-pear  Steps  un-toheav'n;AUthatThousendestme,In    mer-cygiv'n; 

4.  Then.with  my  waking  tho'ts  Bright  with  Thy  p  raise.Out  of  my  stony  grief  s,Bethel  I'll  raise; 

5.  Or     if,  on  joyful  wing,  Cleaving  the  sky,  Sun,  moon,and  stars  forgot,  Upward  I    fly; 
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Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer  to  Theel 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,Nearer,my  God.to  Thee,Nearer  to  Thee! 
An  -  gels  to  beckon  me  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer  to  Thee! 
So  by  my  woes  to  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,Nearer,my  God  to  Thee,Nearer  to  Thee! 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,Nearer,my  God.to  Thee,Nearer  to  Thee! 


No.  146.     What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 


H.  Bosiar 


C.  C.  Converse. 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have  in    Je  -  sus,     All      our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 

2.  Have  we  tri  -  als  and  temp  -  ta- tions?     Is  there  troub-le  an  -y  -  where? 

3.  Are    we  weak  and  heav  -  y    la  -  den,     Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care, 
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What  a   priv  -  i  -  lege  to    car  -    ry  Ev  -  'ry  thing  to  God  in  pray'r! 

We  should  nev-er  be  dis-cour- aged,  Take  it     to    the  Lord  in  pray'r; 

Pre-cious  Sav-ior,  still  our  ref  -  uge,  Take  it      to    the  Lord  in  pray'r; 
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What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 
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Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en  for  -  feit,      Oh,  what  need-less  pain  we  bear, 
Can   we  find    a  friend  so  faith -ful,     Who  will    all  our  sor-  rows  share? 
Do  thy  friends  de-spise,  for-sake  thee?  Take  it     to  the  Lord  in    pray'r, 
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All  be  -  cause  we  do  not  car  -  ry,  Ev  -  'ry  thing  to  God  in  pray'r! 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev  -  'ry  weak  -  ness,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  pray  V. 
In    His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee;  Thou  wilt  find  a  so  -  lace  there. 
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No.  147.  Savior,  Like  a  Shepherd. 

Dorothy  A.  Thrupp.  (KUSSELL.)  William  B.  Bradbury. 
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1    JSav-ior,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us,Much  we  need  thy  tend'rest  care.  ) 

{ In  Thy  pleasant  pastures  food  us,  For  our  use  Thy  folds  prepare:  }       esse      e"sus' 


2. 


(  We  are  Thine,do  Thou  befriend  us,  Bathe  Guardian  of  our  way; 


I  Keep  Thy  flock,from  sin  defend  us,  Seek  us  when  we  go  a  • 


stray; 


;} 


Blessed  Je-sus, 
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Blessed  Jesus,Thou  hast  bought  us.thine  we  are;Jesus,Thou  hast  bought  us,Thine  we  are. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray;  Jesus,  Hear  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray. 


E  v\\\    EaF=fE 


ry 

3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free; 

Blessed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  Thee, 


4  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor, 
Early  let  us  do  Thy  will; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Savior, 
With  Thy  love  our  bosoms  fill; 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  stflL 


No.  148.      Ho!  Reapers  of  Life's  Harvest. 


1.  B.  W. 


President  Garfield's  favorite  hymn. 


Isaac  B.  Woodbury. 
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1.  Ho!  reap  -  ers  of  life's  har-vest,  Why  stand  with  rust-ed  blade,  Un  -  til  the  night  draws 

2.  Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickle,  And  gath  -  er    in  the  grain;  The  night  is  fast  ap- 

3.  Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain  In  morn-ing's  rud-dy  glow,    Nor  wait  un  -  til  the 

4.  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wis-dom,  And  crush  each  er-ror  low;    Keep  back  no  words  of 
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round  you,  And  day  be-gins  to  fade?  Why  stand  ye  i  -  die,  wait-ing  For 
proach-ing,  And  soon  will  come  a  -  gain.  The  Mas-tcr  calls  for  reap-ers,  And 
di  -  al  Points  to  the  noon  bo -low;  And  come  with  the  strong  sinew,  Nor 
knowledge  That  human  hearts  should  know.  Be  faith-ful  to  thy  mis-sion,  In 
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more  to  come?  The  gold  -  en  morn  is    pass  -  ing,   Why    sit      ye    i  -  die, 

call    in  vain?  Shall  sheaves  lie  there  un  -  gath-ered,  And  waste  up -on    the 

heat  or  cold;     And  pause  not  till  the    eve  -  ning  Draws  round  its  wealth  of 

of      thy  Lord;   And  then     a  gold  -  en  chap  -  let     Shall   be     thy  just  re  - 


dumb? 
plain? 
gold, 
ward. 
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No.  149.         Gome,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Felice  Glardlnl. 
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1.  Come,  Thou  Al-might-y  King,  Help  us  Thy  name   to  sing,  Help  us  to  praise:  Fa-therall- 

2.  Come,  Thou  in-car-nate  Word,  Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword,  Our  prayer  attend;  Come,and  Thy 

3.  Come,  ho  -  ly   Com  -  fort  -  er,    Thy  sa-cred  wit  -  ness  bear  In  this  glad  hour;  Thou  who  al- 

4.  To     the  great  One    in  Three,  The  highest  prais  -  es  be  Hence,  ev-er-more!  His  sov'reign 
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Gome,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


glo  -  ri-ous,  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,  Come,  and  reign  o  -  ver  us,    An-cient  of  days! 
peo  -  pie  bless,  And  give  Thy  word  success:  Spir-it   of    ho  -  li-ness,  On    us   de-scend! 
might-y  art,  Now  rule  in    ev  -  'ry  heart,  And  ne'er  from  us  de-part,  Spir  -  it    of  pow'rl 
maj  -  es  -  ty  May  we  in   glo  -  ry  see,  And  to    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty   Love  and  a  -  dore! 
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No.  150. 

R.  K.  C. 


Be  Not  Afraid. 

COPYRIGHT,   1014,   BY  R.  KELSO  CARTER. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 


iHg^piSl 


Z* 


z?- 


1.  "Be   not    a  -  fraid!"  My  Lord,  my  Light,  my  Life,       I  hear  Thy  voice    a  -  mid  the 

2.  When  densest  gloom  sweeps  round  my  helpless  bark,  I  noth-ing  see,   feel  noth-ing 

3.  Up  -  on  the  land     or      on  the  toss-ing  sea,        A- mid  the  throng,  or  when  a- 

4.  Thy  yoke  is    eas  -  y,   Lord,  Thy  bur-den  light,   Thy  star  of  truth  will  guide  me 
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whirl-ing  strife;  The  charg-ing  bil  -  lows  halt,  the  winds  are  laid,  When  Je  -  sus 
in  the  dark;  A  -  cross  en  -  gulf  -  ing  waves,  when  I  have  prayed,  0  Je  -  sus, 
lone  with  Thee;  In  fail  -  ure  or  sue  -  cess  lend  me  Thine  aid,  And  whis-per 
in      the  right;    Thy  hand  is  strong    to    hold  in  death's  dread  shade;  But  let  me 
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speaks,u'Tis  I,  be  not 
Master,  speak. "Be  not 
in  my  soul,  "Be  not 
hear  Thee  say,"Be  not 


a  -  fraid!"  When  Je-susspeaks,"'Tis  I,  be  not  a  -  fraid!" 
a  -  fraid!"  0  Je-sus,  Master,  speak,"Be  not  a  -  fraid!" 
a    -  fraid!"    And  whis-per  in  my  soul,  "Be  not     a  -  fraid!" 
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a   -  fraid!"   But  let  me  hear  Thee  say,"Be  not 
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a  -  fraid!" 
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No.  151.  Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 

Edward  Hopper. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 

k  Fine. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -   ior,    pi    -   lot     me         0  -  ver    life's   tem-pes-tuous  sea: 
D.  C— Chart  and  com  -  pass  come  from  Thee,     Je  -  sus,    Sav  -  ior,     pi  -  lot    me. 


Un-known  waves  be  -  fore    me     roll, 

M 


Hid  -  ing  rocks  and  treach'rous  shoal; 


2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  Thy  will 
When  Thou  say'st  to  them  "Be  still!'* 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me. 


3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
Twist  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast. 
May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee." 


No.  152.  T  is  Midnight;  and  On  Olive's  Brow. 

William  13.  Tappan.  William  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  'Tis  mid-night;  and  on  01  -  ive's  brow  The    star  is  dimmed  that  late -ly     shone: 

2.  'T  is  mid-night;  and  from  all   re  -  moved,  The   Sav  -  ior  wres-tles  lone   with  fears; 

3.  'T  is  mid-night;  and  for  oth  -  ers'  guilt   The    Man    of  Sor-rows  weeps  in     blood; 

4.  T  is  mid-night;  and  from  e  -  ther-plains    Is   borne  the  song  that  an  -  gels    know; 
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'T  is  mid-night;  in  the  gar  -  den,  now,  The  suf-f'ring  Sav-ior  prays  a  -  lone. 
E'en  that  dis  -  ci  -  pie  whom  He  loved  Heeds  not  His  Mas-ter's  grief  and  tears. 
Yet  he  that  hath  in  an  -  guish  knelt,  Is  not  for  -  sak  -  en  by  his  God. 
Un-heardby    mor-tals  are    the  strains  That  sweet-ly  soothe  the  Sav- ior's  woe. 
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No.  153. 

Ray  Palmer. 


My  faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Lowell  nason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry,     Sav-ior  di-vine;  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire;  As  Thou  hast 

3.  While  lif e's  dark  maze  I  tread,And  griefs  around  me  spread,Be  Thou  my  Guide;Bid  darkness 
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•while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  sin    a-way,     0     let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol-ly  Thinel 
died  for  me,    0  may  my  love  to  Thee,  Pure,warm,and  changeless  be  A  living  fire! 
turn  to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a-way,  Nor  let  me  ev-  er  stray  From  Thee  aside. 
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No.  154. 

John  Keble. 


Sun  of  My  Soul. 


Peter  Rltter. 
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1.  Sun    of   my     soul,  Thou  Sav  -  ior  dear,  It     is  not    night   if    Thou  be  near; 

2.  When  the  soft   dews   of     kind  -  ly  sleep  My  wear-ied   eye  -  lids  gen  -  tly  steep, 

3.  A  -  bide  with    me    from  morn  till  eve,  For  with-out    Thee   I     can  -  not  live; 

4.  Come  near  and  bless  us    when  we  wake,  Ere  thro'  the  world  our  way    we  take; 
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Oh,  may  no    earth  -  born  cloud     a  -  rise     To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  ser-vant's  eyes. 
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Be  my  last   tho't,    how  sweet   to   rest    For-ev  -  er    on      my  Sav- ior's breast. 
A  -  bide  with  •  me      when  night    is  nigh,    For  without  Thee    I    dare    not  die. 
Till,  in    the    o    -    cean     of    Thy  love,   We  lose  our-selves  in  heav'n   a-bove. 
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No.  155. 


Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


J.  H.  Newman* 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Lead,  kindly  Light,  a- mid  th' encircling  gloom  Lead  Thou  me   on;   The  night  is 

2.  I       was  not    ev  -  er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on;      I  loved  to 

3.  So    long  Thy  pow'r  has  blest  me,  sure  it     still    Will  lead   me   on   O'er  moor  and 
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dark,  and  I    am  far  from  home;  Lead  Thou  me    on:    Keep  Thou  my     feet;   I 
choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now     Lead  Thou  me    on.       \   loved  the      gar-ish 
fen,    o'er  crag  and  tor-rent,  till        The  night  is    gone;  And  with  the    morn  those 
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do     not  ask  to      see        The   dis  -tant  scene,— one  step  e-nough   for    me. 
day,  and,  spite  of     fears,   Pride  ruled  my   will:  Be-mem-ber  not     past    years. 
an  -  gel-fa-ces    smile,  Which  I    have  loved  long  since,  and  lost       a  -  while. 
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No.  156.    From  Every  Stormy  Wind  that  Blows. 


Hugh  Stowell. 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  From   ev  -  'ry  storm -y  wind  that  blows,  From  ev  -  'ry    swell  -  ing  tide   of  woes, 

2.  There  is       a  place  where  Je  -  sus  sheds   The    oil      of     glad  -  ness  on  our  heads; 

3.  There  is       a  scene  where  spir-its  blend,  Whore  friend  holds  f  el  -  low-ship  with  friend; 

4.  Oh,     let     my  hand  for -get   her  skill,   My  tongue  be     si-  lent,  cold  and  still, 
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From  Every  Stormy  Wind  that  Blows. 


^i-'ij  ji.j  jjjju  j^jiifep 


There   is      a   calm,  a  sure     re-treat— 'T is  found  be- neath the  mer- cy  -  seat. 

A       place  than  all    be-sides  more  sweet— It      is     the  blood-bought  mercy  -  seat. 

Tho'    sun-dered  far,  by  faith  they  meet    A  -  round  one  com-mon  mer  -  cy  -  seat. 

This  bounding  heart  for -get      to  beat,    If       I      for -get  Thy  mer  -  cy  -  seat. 
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No.  157.       0  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem. 


Phillip  Brooks. 


Lewis  H.  Redner. 
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1.0     lit  -  tie  town  of   Both-le-hem,  How  still  we   see  thee  lie!       A-bove  thy  deep  and 

2.  For  Christ  is  born  of     Ma    -   ry;  And  gath-ered  all    a  -  bove,  While  mortals  sleep,  the 

3.  Howsi-lent-ly,  how    si  -  lent  -ly  The  wondrous  gift  is   giv'n!     So  God  im- parts  to 

4.  0     ho  -  ly  Child  of   Beth-le-hem,  De-scend  to     us,  we   pray;  Cast  out  our  sin  and 
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dreamless  sleep  The  si  -  lent  stars  go  by;  Yet  in  thy  dark  streets  shin  -  eth  The 
an  -  gels  keep  Their  watch  of  wo nd'ring  love.  0  morn-ing  stars,  to  -  geth-  er  Pro- 
hu  -  man  hearts  The  blessings  of  His  heav'n.  No  ear  may  hear  His  com  -  ing;  But 
en  -  ter    in,— Be  born   in      us    to  -  day.   We  hear  the  Christmas      an  -  gels  The 
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ev  -  er-last  -  ing  Light;  The  hopes  and  fears  of  all  the  years  Are  met  in  thee  to  -  night, 
claim  the  ho  -  ly  birth,  And  prais-es  sing  to  God  the  King,  And  peace  to  men  on  earth. 
in  this  world  of  sin,  Where  meek  souls  will  receive  Him  still,  The  dear  Christ  enters  in. 
great  glad  ti-dings  tell,—  0  come  to    us,  a -bide  with  us,  Our  Lord  Em-man -u  -  el. 
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No.  158.  We're  Marching  to  Zion. 

COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  MARY  RUN  YON  LOWRY.   USED  BY 


Isaac  Watts. 


Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Come,   we     that  love  the  Lord,      And   let      our  joys    be    known,  Join 

2.  Let      those  re    -  fuse     to    sing    Who  nev  -    er  knew  our    God;     But 

3.  The      hill      of  Zi    -    on  yields  A      thous  -  and  sa  -  cred  sweets,  Be- 

4.  Then    let      our  songs  a- bound,  And      ev    -    'ry  tear    be      dry;    We're 
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in  a  song  with  sweet  ac-cord,  Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  ac  -  cord, 
chil  -  dren  of  the  heav-'nly  King,  But  chil-dren  of  theheav-'nly  King, 
fore  we  reach  the  heav-'nly  fields,  Be -fore  we  reach  the  heav  - 'nly  fields, 
marching  thro'  Im-man-uel's  ground, We're  marching  thro'  Im-  man-uel's  ground, 
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And    thus 
May  speak 
Or     walk 
To      fair 


sur    -  round 

their  joys 

the  gold   - 

er  worlds 


And    thus      sur- round      the  throne, 
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the  throne,  And  thus  sur-round    the  throne. 
a  -  broad,  May  speak  their  joys     a  -  broad, 
en  streets,  Or   walk    the    gold  -  en  streets, 
on  hi^h,     To    fair  -  er  worlds    on    high. 
And  thus       sur  -  ro»»nd  the  throne. 
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We're  march  -  ing    to     Zi  -    on,    Beau  -  ti-ful,  beau- ti -ful   Zi  -  on;  We're 
We're  march-ing  on       to       Zi    -    on, 
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march-ing    up-ward    to    Zi 

Zi  -  on. 
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on,      The    beau-ti-ful  cit-y 

Zi  -  on. 


of    God. 


!No.  159. 


Rev.  J.  Oat  man,  Jr. 


7MI  the  Way. 

COPYF3GHT,    1899,    BY  E.   O.    EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


E.  O.  Excel!. 
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1.  Since    I  start-ed    for   the  Cit  -  y      o  - 

2.  There  are  ma-ny  snares  and  pit-falls  all 

3.  When  the  clouds  of  darkness  gather  and 

4.  When    I  reach  the  si  -  lent  riv-er,  with 


ver  in  the  Promised  Land,  I  have 
a-16ng  the  pil  grim  road,  I  can 
the  sunshine  all  has  fled,  Then  He 
its  cold  and  chilling  tide,  Je  -  sus 
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tri  -  als  and  temp-ta-tions  ev  -  *ry  day; 
o  -  ver-come  them  if  I  watch  and  pray, 
guides  my  f alt'ring  footsteps  lest  I  stray, 
will  be  there,  my  help-er  and  my  stay. 
-m  '  -0 — 0-^—0 — 0 — &-*— p- — 0- 
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But     I    find    my-self  sup-port-ed 

In  the  hour  of  pain  and  sor-row, 

And  the  bless -ed  light  of  heav-en 

I  will  sail     a-way    triumphant, 
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by      a  strong  and  lov  -  ing  hand,  For  I  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me  all  the  way. 

grace  suf-fi  -  cicnt  is    be-stowed,  For  I  have  the  Sav-ior  wiih  me  all  the  way. 

o  -  ver  all    my  path  is  spread,  For  I  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me  all  the  way. 

land  my  soul  on  Ca-naan*s  judo,  For  I  have  the  Sav-ior  w[th  me  all  the  way. 
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All  the  way,        all  the  way,         For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way;    ^ 
All  the  way,         all  the  way, 
-0'p-o 1 — 0-1 
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All  the  way,  all  the  way. 

All  the  way,  ^-0 
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For  I  havs  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way. 
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all  the  wa.ye 


No.  160. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Love  Divine. 


John  Zundel. 
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1.  Love    di  -  vine,    all    love     ex  -  cell  -  ing,     Joy     of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down) 
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Fix     in      us    Thy    hum  -  ble  dwell -ing;    All    Thy  faith -ful    mer  -  cies  crown. 
D.  S.— Vis  -  it      us   with    Thy     sal  -  va  -  tion,   En  -  ter     ev  -  'ry    trem  -  bling  heart! 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  art    all     com  -  pas -sion,  Pure,  un-bound-ed    love    Thou  art; 

J 


fc^-^ 


fff^ 


Sfcfc 


N^ 


2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  the  promised  rest. 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty! 


No.  161. 

John  Fawcett. 


3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave: 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above. 
Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love! 

Blest  Be  the  Tie. 

Hans  George  Naegell. 
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1.  Blest    be  the 

2.  Be   -   fore  our 

3.  We      share  our 

4.  When  we  a 


tie        that   binds  Our 

Fa  -  ther's  throne,  We 

mu  -  tual   woes,  Our 

sun  -  der     part,  It 


hearts   in  Chris  -  tian   love; 

pour      our  ar    -   dent  prayers; 

mu   -   tual  bur  -   dens  bear; 

us  in    -    ward  pain; 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie. 
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The  f  el  -  low  -  ship    of      kin  -  dred  minds  Is  like     to     that     a  -  bove. 

Our  fears,  our    hopes,  our    aims  are  one,   Our  com -forts   and    our  cares. 

And  oft  -  en      for    each  oth  -  er  flows  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz  -  ing  tear. 

But  we     shall    still    be     joined  in  heart,  And  hope    to     meet  a  -  gain. 
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No.  162. 

H.  P.  Lyte. 


Abide  With  Me. 


W.  H.  Monk. 
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1.  A    -    bide  with   me:       fast    falls   the      e-ven-tide;    The  dark-ness 

2.  Swift     to      its    close     ebbs     out    life's   lit  -  tie     day;  Earth's  joys  grow 
ence     ev  -  *ry    pass -ing    hour;  What  but    Thy 

be  -  fore    my    clos  -  ing    eyes;  Shine  thro*  the 
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3.  I         need  Thy  pres 

4.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with   me      a  -   bide!     When      oth  - 

dim,       its  glo  -  rics  pass     a  -   way;    Change     and 

grace    can  foil    the  teiapt-er's    pow'r?    Who,      like 

gloom,  and  point  me     to     the     skies;  Heav'n's  morn  • 
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de  -  cay  in 

Thy  -  self,  my 

ing  breaks,  and 
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fail,    and  com -forts  flee,   Help    of    the  help- less,  oh,  a -bide  with  me! 

all       a -round    I     see;      0    Thou  who  chang-  est  not,  a -bide  with  me! 

guide  and  stay  can    be?  Thro*  cloud  and  sun -shine,  oh,  a -bide  with  me! 

earth's  vain  shadows    flee;    In     life,    in  death,   0  Lord,  a -bide  with  me! 
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No.  163. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

JJ. 


Blessed  Assurance. 

COPYRIGHT,  1873,  BY  JOS.  F.  f.NAPP. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp. 


P  P 


1.  Bless-ed  as-sur-ance,  Je-sus  is    mine!  Oh,  what  a  fore-taste  of  glo-ry  di  -  vineJ 

2.  Per-fect  sub-mis-sion,  perfect  de  -  light,  Vi-sions  of  rapture  now  burst  on  my  sight; 

3.  Per-fect  sub-mis-sion,  all  is  at    rest,       I    in  my  Sav  -  ior  aai  happy  and    blest; 
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Heir  of     sal  -  va-tion,  purchase  of    God,  Born  of  His  Spir- it,  washed  in  His  blood. 

An -gels  de-scend-ing,  bring  from  a  -  bove  Ech-oes    of  mer-cy,  whispers  of  love. 

Watching  and  wait-ing,  looking    a  -  bove,  Filled  with  His  goodness,  lost  in   His  love. 
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This  is    my  sto-ry,  this  is    my    song,  Praising  my  Sav -ior    all  the  day  long; 
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This  is    my  sto  -  ry,  this  is    my    song,  Praising  my  Sav -ior    all  the  day  long, 
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No.  164. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


0  Happy  Day. 


E.  F.  Rlmbault. 
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O  hap-py  day  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Sav -ior  and  my  God! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell  its  rap-turesall  a -broad. 
0  hap  -  py  bond,  that  seals  my  vows  To  Him  who  mer  -  its  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  an-thems  fill  His  house,  While  to  that  sa  -  cred  shrine  I  move. 


Hap-py 
Hap-py 
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0  Happy  Day. 

Fine. 


day,    hap-py  day,  When  Je-sus  washed  my  sins  a-way.  He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and 
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3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 


No.  165.       The  Church's  One  Foundation. 


Samuel  J.  Stone. 


Samuel  S.  Wesley. 
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1.  The  Church's  one  f  oun  -  da  -  tion  Is     Je-sus  Christ,  her  Lord;  She   is  his  new  cre- 

2.  E  -   lectfromev-'ry    na  -  tion,  Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth;     Her  char-ter   of   sal- 

3.  'Mid  toil  and  trib  -  u  -  la  -tion,  And  tu-mult  of  her  war,     She  waits  the  con-sum- 
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a  •    tion  By    wa  -  ter  and   the  word:  From  Heav'n  He  came  and  sought  her  To 
va  -  tion,  One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  birth;  One    ho  -  ly  name  she  bless  -  es,  Par- 
ma -  tion   Of  peace  for    ev  -  er  -  more;   Till  with  the    vi  -  sion    glo  -  rious,  Her 
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be  His  ho  -  ly  bride;  With  His  own  blood  He  bo't  her,  And  for  her  life  He  died, 
takes  one  ho  -  ly  food,  And  to  one  hope  she  press-cs,  With  ev-'ry  grace  en-dued. 
long-  ing  eyes  are  blest,  And  the  great  Church  victorious  Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest 
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No.  166.     All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus9  Name. 


Edward  Perronet. 


Oliver 
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1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of  Je-sus'  name,  Lot  angols  prostrate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  roy-al 

2.  Crown  Hbi.ye  morning  stars  of  li  g!it,Who  fixed  this  earthly  ball;Now  hail  the  strength  of 

3.  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget  The  wormwood  and  the  gall,6o,spread  your  trophies 
/? ft. 
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di  -  a  -  dem.And  crown  Him  Lord    of      all,    Bring  forth  the  roy-al  di  -  a  -  dem, 
Israel's  might.And  crown  Him  Lord    of       all,  Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
at      His  f  eet.And  crown  Him  Lord    of       all,     Go  spread  your  trophies  at    His  feet, 
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And  crown  Him    Lord 
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of    all. 
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No.  167. 


r 


4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  bell, 
To  Him  ail  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  aU. 

5  0  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


All  Hail  the  Power. 


Edward  Perronet. 


William  Shrubsole. 


1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of    Je  -  sus'  name.Let  an  -  gels  pros-trate  fall;  Bring  forth  the 
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roy  -  al     di  -  a-dem,And  crown  Him,crown  Him,crown  Him, Crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
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No.  168. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Refuge. 


J.  P.  Holbrook. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov  -  er  of  my  soul,  Let   me  to     Thy  bo  -  som  fly,  While  the    near  -  er 

2.  Otb  -  er  ref-uge  have  I  none;  Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee;  Leave,  oh,  leave  me 

3.  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all   I  want;  More  than  all    in  Thee    I  find;  Raise  the  fal  -  len< 
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wa  -  ters     roll,  While  the  tern 

not       a  -  lone,    Still     sup  -  port 

cheer   the  faint,  Heal    the  sick, 

-a 


pest  still  is  high.  Hide  me,  0,  my  Sav  -  ior, 
and  com-fort  me.  All  my  trust  on  Thee  is 
and   lead  the  blind.  Just  and  ho  -  ly    is    Thy 
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hide,  Till 
stayed.  All 
name,    I 
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storm    of  life     is     past; 
help  from  Thee   I     bring; 
all       un-right-eous-ness; 


Safe  in  • 
Co  -  ver 
Vile  and 


my 
full 


the  hav  -  en  guide, 
de-fense-less  head 
of    sin       I    am. 
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O       re  -  ceive    my  soul  at  last! 

With  the  sha  -  dow    of    Thy  wing. 

Thou  art  full      of  truth  and  grace. 
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4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


No.  169. 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul, 


S.  B.  Marsh, 


No.  170.        0  Day  of  Rest  and  Gladness. 

Christopher  Wordsworth.  Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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O      day  of  rest  and  gladness,  0    day  of  joy  and  light,  )  ~    ,.      ,,    . .  .      ,,     . 
0   balm  of  care  and  sLness,  Most  beau^^^^ 


2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth; 
On  thee,  our  Lord  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven; 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 


3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 


No.  171. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Alas!  and  Did  My  Savior  Bleed? 
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Hugh  Wilson. 


1.  A  -  lasl  and  did  my  Savior  bleed?  And  did  my  Sov'reign  die?  Would  He  devote  that 

2.  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done.He  groan'd  upon  the  tree?  A-maz-ing  pit  -  y! 


sa-cred  head  For  such  a    worm  as     I? 
grace  unknown! And  love  be-yond  de-gree! 


3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,the  mighty  Maker,  died. 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away,— 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


No.  172. 

A.  M,  Toplady. 


Rock  of  Ages. 

(TOPLADY.) 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  Rock   of      A    -    ges,    cleft   for     me,      Let    me    hide      my  -  self    in    Thee: 
0.  C. — Be    of     sin       the     doub  -  le  cure,  Save  from  wrath   and  make  me  pure. 
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Let    the 


wa  -  ter    and    the  blood,  From  Thy  wound  -  ed    side  which  flow'd, 
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2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


No.  173. 

Charles  Wesley. 


A  Gharge  to  Keep. 

(BOYLSTON.) 


LoweJI  Mason. 
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1.  A  charge  to  keep     I     have, 

2.  To  serve  the  pres-ent  age, 


A  God     to  glo  -  ri   -    fy; 
Mv  call  -  ing  to      ful    -  fil, 
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nev-  er-dy-  ing 
may  it    all  my 


m 


.*_* 


t-1^ 


3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

And  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray 
I  shall  forever  die. 


mm. 


s 


E}=# 


I 


soul  to  save  And  fit     it    for    the  sky. 
pow'rs  engage,  To  do  my  Mas  -  ter's  will. 
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No,  174.         I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord, 

(Tune  above.) 


DwigbJL 


1  I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord— 

The  house  of  Thine  abode, 
The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  His  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  Thy  church,  0  God! 

Her  walls  before  Thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
Ana  graven  on  Thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend; 


To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

Beyond  my  highest  joy 
I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 

Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 

And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 


No.  175. 

Reginald  Hebcr. 


Holy.  Holy,  Holy. 

(NICEA,) 


John  B.  Dykes. 
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ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 


1.  Ho-ly,  ho 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  lyl 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  lyl 

4.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 
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Lord   God  Al-might-y!  Ear-ly    in   the 
all  the  saints  a-dore  Thee,  Cast-ing  down  their 
tho '  the  darkness  hide  Thee ,  Tho '  the  eye   of 
Lord   God  Al  -  might  -  y !  All  Thy  works  shall 
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morn  -  ing  onr  song  shall  rise    to  Thee; 

gold  -  en  crowns  a  round  the  glass-y  sea; 

sin  -  ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not    see; 

praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea; 
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Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho 
Cher  -  u-  bim  and  sera 
On  -  ly  Thou  art  ho 
Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho 
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mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y, 
fall-ing  down  be-fore  Thee, 
there  is  none  be-side  Thee, 
mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y, 
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God  in  Three  per  -  sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  ever-more  shalt  be. 
Per  -  feet  in  power,  in  love,  and  pur-i  -  ty. 
God  in  Three  Per  -  sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
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176. 


Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Gross.' 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 


(  Arlington.) 


Thomas  A.  Artie. 
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Am   I       a   sol  -  dier    of     the  cross,   A    fol  -  lower  of      the     Lamb? 
Must  I      be  car  -  ried    to     the  akies     On  flow  -  ery  beds  of       ease, 
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Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Gross. 
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And  shall    I     fear  to     own  His  cause,   Or     blush  to   speak   His  name? 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize,   And  sailed  thro' blood -y   seas? 
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5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 
They  see  the  triumph  from-  afar, 
With  faith's  discerning  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  Thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 


,  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace 

To  help  me  on  to  God? 

,  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord; 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 

Supported  by  Thy  Word. 


No.  177. 


Faith  of  Our  Fathers! 


Frederick  W.  Faber. 


H.  F.  Hemy,  adpt. 
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1.  Faith  of  our  fa-thers!liv  -  ing  still       In  spite  of  dun-geon,fire  and  sword: 

2.  Our    fathers,  chained  in  pris  -  ons  dark,  Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free; 

3.  Faith  of  our  fa-thers,God'sgreatpow'rShallsoonallna-tionswin    for  thee; 

4.  Faith  of  our  fa-thers,  we     will  love  Both  friend  and  foe    in    all     our  strife, 
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0  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy , When-e'er  we  hear  that  glo-rious  word: 
Howsweetwould  be  their  children's  fate  If  they,  like  them,  couid  die  for  theel 
And  thro' the  truth  that  comesfromGodMankindshall then  be  tru  -  ly  free. 
Andpreach thee, too,  as  love  knows  how,   By  kind-ly  words  and  vir-tuous  life. 
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Faith  of  our   fa-thers!  ho  -  ly  faith!  We  will  be  true    to  thee   till  death 


£££ 


£ 


£ 


fee* 


^3 


tz 


p  -JJ 


m 


No.  178 


0  Jesus,  I  Have  Promised. 


John  E.  Bode. 


Arthur  H.  Mann. 
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1.0      Je  -  sus,    I     have  prom  - 

2. 

3. 

4. 


0  let  me  feel  Thee  near 
0  let  me  hear  Thee  speak 
0     Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  prom  « 
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ised    To  serve  Thee  to    the  end; 

me:  The  world    is     ev  -  er  near; 

ing,    In  ac- cents  clear  and  still, 

ised    To  all    who    fol-low  Thee, 
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me,    My    Mas  -  ter  and   my   Friend; 
zle,  The  tempt -ing  sounds  I      hear; 
sion,  The    mur  -  murs  of    self  -  will; 
ry  There  shall    Thy  serv-ant     be; 

It- 


Be     Thou    for  -  ev  -  er  near 

I        see      the  sights  that  daz 

A  -   bove    the  storms  of  pas  « 

That  where  Thou  art     in  glo 
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I      shall  not  fear     the    bat 

My   foes  are  ev   -  er     near 

0    speak  to   re   -  as  -  sure 

And,  Je  -  sus,  I      have  prom  -  ised 


tie 

me, 

me, 
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If    Thou    art    by  my     side, 

A  -  round    me  and  with  -  in; 

To     has  -  ten   or  con  -  trol; 

To   serve  Thee  to  the      end; 
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Nor    wan  -  der  from  the  path  -  way     If    Thou   wilt    be    my  Guide. 

But,    Je  -  sus,  draw  Thou  near  -  er,    And  shield    my  soul  from    sin. 

0      speak,  and  make  me  lis-  ten,  Thou  Guard  -  ian     of    my     soul. 

0       give     me  grace  to  fol  -  low,    My    Mas  -  ter   and  my  Friend. 
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No.  179.         Onward,  Christian  Soldiers. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 


Arthur  Sullivan. 
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1.  On-ward,  Christian  sol  -  diers!  Marching  as   to  war,  With  the  cross  of   Je  -  sus 

2.  At     the  sign  of      tri  -  umph  Sa-tan's  host  doth  flee;  On,  then,  Christian  sol-diers, 

3.  Like    a  might-y     ar   -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  we  are  tread -ing 

4.  On-ward,  then,  ye  peo  -  pie!    Join  our  hap-py  throng;  Blend  with  ours  your  voices 
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Go   -  ing   on    be  -  fore!  Christ,  the  roy  -  al     Mas  -  ter,  Leads  a-gainst  the  foe; 
On       to    vie  -  to  -  ry!  Hell's  foun-da-tions  quiv  -  er      At   the  shout  of  praise; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not    di  -  vid    -  ed,     All   one  bod  -  y      we, 
In        the  tri-umph  song;   Glo  -  ry,  laud  and  hon  -  or      Un  -  to  Christ  the  King, 
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For-ward  in  -  to    bat  -  tie,      See  His  ban-ner  go! 

Brothers,  lift  your  voi  -  ces,  Loud  your  anthems  raise.  Onward,  Christian  sol  -  diersl 

One  in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,  One   in  char  -  i  -  ty. 

This  thro'  countless  a  -  ges    Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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March-ing  as    to      war,         With  the  cross  of    Je  -  sus     Go  -  ing  on    be  -  fore. 
jjc.  f1   ft_M a. a. ♦'    * 
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No.  180. 

A.  Cummings. 


Ever  Will  I  Pray. 

USED  BY  PERMISSION. 
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1.  Fa-  ther,  in  the  morn-ing  Un  -  to  Thee 

2.  At     the  bus  -  y  noontide,  Pressed  with  work 

3.  When  the  evening  shad-ows  Chase  a  -  way 

4.  Thus  in  life's  glad  morning,  In    its  bright 


I     pray;    Let  Thylov-ing- 

and   care,  Then  I'll  wait  with 

the    light,   Fa -ther,  then  I'll 

noon  -  day,    In     the  shad-owy 


1.  Un- to  Thee    I       pray; 
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kind- ness  Keep  me  thro*  this    day. 

Je  -   sus  Till  He  hear  my  prayer, 

pray  Thee,  Bless  Thy  child  to  -  night, 

eve  -  ning  Ev  -  er   will  I     pray. 

Keep  me  thro'  this     day. 
* m 


I   will  pray,         1  will  pray, 


I  will  pray, 


I   will  pray. 
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Ev-er  will  I  pray;  Morn-tog,  noon  and  evening  Un-to  Thee      111  pray. 

Ev-erwffl    1    pray*  Un-to  Thee  I'll  pray. 
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No.  181.      Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  Life. 


Mary  Ann  Lathbury. 


William  P.  Sherwln. 
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1.  Break  Thou  the  bread  of  lif  e,Dear  Lord,to  me,  As  Thou  didst  break  the  loaves  Beside  the  I 

2.  Bless  Thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord,  To  me,  to  me,  As  Thou  didst  bless  the  bread  By  Gal-i  - 1 

3.  Teach    me  to  live,  dear  Lord,  On-ly  for  Thee,  As  Thy  dis  -  ci-ples  lived  In  Gal  -  i  -  1 
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Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  Life. 
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Be  -  yond  the  sacred  page   I  seek  Thee,  Lord;  My  spir-it  pants  for  Thee,  0  liv-ing  Wordl 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease,  All  fet-ters  fall,  And    I  shall  find  my  peace,  My  all  in     all. 
Then,  all  my  struggles  o'er,  Then,  vict'ry  won,  I  shall  behold  Thee,  Lord,  The  living  one. 
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No.  182. 


S.  D.  Phelps.  D.  D. 


Something  for  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT,   1c99,  BY  ROBERT  LOWRY. 
RENEWAL       USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


Robert  Lowry,  D.  D. 
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Sav  -  ior,  Thy  dy  -  ing  love     Thou  gav  -  est  me,        Nor  should    I 
At      the  blest  mer  -  cy  -  seat,    Plead-ing   for  me,        My  fee  -  ble 
Give    me     a  faith  -  ful  heart,— Like-ness  to  Thee, —  That  each    de- 
All     that    I     am    and  have,— Thy  gifts  so  free, —     In  joy,    in 
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aught  with-hold,  Dear  Lord,  from  Thee:       In     love  my  soul  would 

faith    looks  up,  Je  -    sus,     to  Thee:  Help    me    the  cross   to 

part  -  ing   day  Henceforth  may   see  Some  work  of    love    be  - 

grief,  thro'  life,  Dear  Lord,    for  Thee!  And  when  Thy  face     I 
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My  heart  ful  -  fil  its  vow,  Some  off' ring  bring  Thee  now,  Something  for  Thee. 
Thy  wondrous  love  de-clare,  Some  song  to  raise,  or  prayer,  Something  for  Thee. 
Somedeed  of  kindnessdone,  Some  wand'rer  sought  and  won,  Something  for  Thee. 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  be,   Thro'   all    e-ter-ni-ty,      Something  for  Thee, 
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No.  183. 

George  Keith. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


Unknown. 
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1.  How  firm    a  foun-da  -  tion,  ye    saints  of  the  Lord,     Is  laid   for  your  faith   in  His 

2.  "Fear  not,  I     am  with  thee,  0     he       not  dis  -  mayed,  For  I     am  thy  God,     I  will 

3.  "When  thro'  the  deep  waters  I     call     thee  to    go,       The  riv  -  ers   of     sor  -  row  shall 

4.  "When  thro'  fiery    tri  -  als  thy  path  -  way  shall  lie,      My  grace,  all  -  suf  -  fi  -  cient,  shall 
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ex  -  eel-lent  word!  What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said, 


U 

To   you,  who  for 


still  give  thee  aid;  I'll  strengthen  thee,help  thee,and  cause  thee  to  stand,  Up-held  by  my 
not  o  -  ver-flow;  For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  tri  -  als  to  bless,  And  sanc-ti  -  fy 
be      thy  sup-ply,  The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee;  I  on  -  ly  de  -  sign       Thy  dross  to  con- 


ref  -  uge  to  Je  -  sus  have  fled?  To  you,  who  for  ref-ugeto  Je-sushave: 
gra-cious,  om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand,  Up  -  held  by  my  gra-cious,  om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
to  thee  thy  deep  -  est  dis  -  tress,  And  sane  -  ti  -  fy  to  thee  thy  deep-est  dis  tress, 
sume,  and  thy  gold    to   re  -  fine,    Thy  dross  to  con-sume,  and  thy  gold  to  re- fine." 
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No.  184.  How  Firm  a  Foundation. 

George  Keith.  {Second  tune.) 


Anne  Steele. 


£fytlbren's  Songs, 


No.  185. 


Nellie  Talbot. 


I 'II  Be  a  Sunbeam. 

To  my  grandson,  Edwin  0.  Excell,  Jr. 

COPYRIGHT,  1900,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


E.  O.  Excelt 
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1.  Je  -  sus  wants  me   for     a    sun -beam,  To  shine  for  Him  each  day; 

2.  Je  -  sus  wants  me    to    be    lov  -  ing,  And  kind  to    all     I       see; 

3.  I      will  ask    Je  -  sus    to  help       me    To  keep  my  heart  from  sin; 

4.  I'll    be     a    sun-beam  for   Je   -  sus;     I     can    if    I     but    try; 
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Him,  At  home,  at  school,  at    play. 

-  py     His  lit  -  tie   one     can  be. 

-  ness,    And  al  -  ways  shine  for    Him. 
ment,    Then  live  with  Him  on     high. 


In    ev  -  'ry   way  try  to  please 
Showing  how  pleas-ant  and  hap 
Ev  -  er  re  -  fleet  -  ing  His  good 
Serv-ing  Him  mo  -  ment  by  mo  - 
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Chorus. 


A  sun  -  beam,   a  sun  -  beam, 
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Je  -  sus   wants  me  for    a  sun  -  beam; 
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A  3un  -  beam,  a  sun  -  beam,   I'll  be  a  sun -beam  for  Him. 
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ISo.  186. 


Jesus  Bids  Us  Shine, 


COPRIGHT,  1S84,  Bv  E.  0.  EXCELL. 


E,  O.  Excell. 
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Like     a 


1.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  With   a    clear,  pure  light, 

2.  Je  -  sus  bids  o  sLIne,  First  of      all    for     Him;  Well    He 

3.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  Then  for    all     a  -  round,  Ma  -  ny 

4.  Je-sus  bids  us  shine,  As     we  work  for    Him,  Bring -ing 
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can  -  die   Bum  -  ing     in  the    night; 

knows  it     If      our  light  is      dim; 

dark-ness    In      this  world  a  -  bound, 

wan  -  der  From  the  paths  of       sin; 
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In  this  world  of  dark  -  ness, 
He  looks  down  from  heav  -  en, 
Sin  and  want  and  sor  -  row; 
He  will   ev   -  er     help   us, 
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We      must  shine.    You  in   your  small  cor  - 
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must  shine,  You  in   your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine, 

us       shine,  Yon  in   your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine, 

must   shine,  You   in   your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine, 

we       shine,  You  in   your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me, 

(The  favorite  Hymn  of  China) 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  this   I   know,  For  the  Bi  -  ble  tells   me  so;  Lit  -  tie 

2.  Je  -  sus  loves  mel  He  who  died,    Heaven's  gate  to    o  -  pen  wide; He  will 

3.  Je  -  sus  loves  mel  loves  me  still,  Tho'  I'm  ver  -  y  weak  and  ill;  From  His 

4.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  He  will  stay   Close  be  -  side  me  all  the  way;    If    I 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


Chords. 
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ones  to  Kim  be-long,  They  are  weak  but  He  is  strong. 

wash  a  -  way  my  sin,  Let    His  lit  -  tie  child  come  in.   Yes,  Je-sus  loves  me, 

shining  throne  on  high,  Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 

love  Him  when  I    die,    He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 
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Yes,  Je  -  bus  loves  me,  Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  The  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so. 


i^e* 


T,  1  b 


iitifailli 


No.  188. 

Alexcenah  Thomas. 


Bring  Them  In. 
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W.  A.  Ogden. 


1.  HarkI  'tis  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear,    Oat  in  the  des  -  ert  dark  and  drear, 

2.  Who'll  go  and  help  this  Shepherd  kind,  Hc!p  H.m  the  wand'ring  ones  to  find? 

3.  Ont      in  the  dcs  -  ert  hear  their  cry,  Out  on  the  mountains  wild  and  high, 
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Call  -  ing  the  sheep  who've  gone  a-stay  Far  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  a-  way. 
Who'll  bring  the  lost  ones  to  the  fold,  Where  they'll  be  sheltered  from  the  cold? 
HarkI  'tis  theMas-ter  speaks  to  thee,  "Go  find  my  sheep  wher-e'er  they  be." 


J  Bring  them  in,  Bring  them  in.Bring  them  in  from  the  fields  of  sin;    \ 
(  Bring  them  in,  Bring  them  in, Bring  the  wand'ring  ones  to  >  Je 


No.  189.     Open  the  Door  for  the  Ghlldren. 


Mary  E.  Kidder. 
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1.  O-pen  the  door  for   the  chil-dren, 

2.  O-pen  the  door  for   the  chil-dren, 

3.  O-pen  the  door  for   the  chil-dren, 
a* -----      ,    -(•     f"    -_ 

Ten  -  der  -  ly  gath  -  er  them 
See,  they  are  com-ing     in 
Take  the  dear  lambs  by    the 
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hand; 
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In   from  the  high- ways  and  hedg- es,      In  from  the  plac-es     of     sin; 
Bid  them  sit  down   to    the  ban -quet,  Teach  them  your  beau-ti-ful     songs; 
Point  them  ta  truth  and  to  good-ness,  Lead  them  to  Ca-naan's  fair    land. 
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Some  are  so  young  and    so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry^nd   cold; 
Pray  for  the    Fa-ther    to  bless  them,  Pray  you  that  grace  may  be     giv'n; 
Some  are  so  young  and    so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry  and   cold; 
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D.  S.-O  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Gath- er  them  in  -to    the  fold. 

0  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Theirs  is    the  king-dom  of  heav'n. 

0  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Gath-er  them  in  -  to    the  fold. 
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0        -        pen  the  door,     .     .  Gath      -       er  them  in,     .     .     . 

0  -  pen  the  door,  o  -  pen  the  door,       Gath  -  er  them  in,  gath  -  er  them  in, 
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No.  190 

W.  O.  Gushing. 


Jewels. 
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«    (  When  He  com  -  eth,  when  He   com  -  eth    To  make  up     His  jew  -  els, 
*  J  All      His  jew -els,  pre-cious  jow  -  els,  His  lovodand    His  [Omit  ,   .]own, 


o  J  He  willgath-er,    He  willgath-er    The  gems  for     His  king -dom; 

*  I  All  the  pure  onos,  all   the  bright  ones.  His  loved  and    His  [Omit  •   .  ] 

q    I  Lit  •  tie   chil-dron,  lit-  tie    chil-dron,  Who  love  their  Re-deem -er, 

(Are  the  jew -els,  pre-cious  jew  -  els,  His  loved  and    His  [Omit  •  .] 
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Chorus, 
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(Like  the  stars  of  the  morning,  His  bright  crown  a-dorn-ing, 

j  They  shall  shine  in  their  beauty,  [Omit 1  Bright  gems  for  His  crown. 
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No.  191.    A  Child's  Evening  and  Morning  Prayer 


Anon. 
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Evening.  I  > 


May  Whittle  Moody. 
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'ry    day,     Lord,  to   Thee   I    kneel 
All   my  naugh-ti  -  ness 


Evening. 

1.  At     the  close   of 

2.  0       for  -  give  and  wash    a  -  way 
Morning. 

3.  Fa  -  ther,  Thou  hast  heard  our  prayer,  And  we    own  Thy  ten 

4.  Teach  us  now  our  hearts  to   raise,      In    our  morn-ing  hymn 
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Look  up  -  on  Thy    lit  -  tie  child,  Look  in    love  and  mer  -  cy 

When  I  sleep  and  when  I  wake  Bless  me   for   my  Sav-ior's 

For     by  Thee    in     safe  -  ty  kept,   We  have  laid    us  down  and 

And    for    Je  -  sus'  sake,  we  pray,  Bless  and  keep  us  thro' the 
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Eben  E.  Rexfotd. 


Little  Sunbeams. 

COPYRIGHT,  1902,  BV  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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1.  I    think  God  gives  the  chil-dren,    As  thro' the  land  they  go,  The 

2.  The  clouds  may  hide  the  sun  -  shine     Of  heav  -  en    from  our  sight,        And 

3.  Then  let   us    live    our  mis-sion      Of    sun-beams  day  by    day,        And 
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most  de-light-ful  mis-sion  That  an  -  y  one  can  know;  He  wants  us  to  be 
life  have  much  of  sor-row  To  mar  the  heart's  delight;  But  if  like  faith  -ml 
scat-ter  joy  and  brightness  A-bout  us    all  the  way;  Let's  chase  a- way  life's 
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sun-beams  Of  love,  and  hope,  and  cheer,  To  bright-en  up  the  shad-ows  That 

sun-beams,  We  chil-dren  do   our  part,  We'll  bring  a    ray    of  brightness  To 

shad-ows  With  lov-ingtho't  and  deed,  And  be    the  sun-shine-ma-kers  Of 
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Chorus. 
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oft  -  en  gath-er  here. 

ev  -  *ry  shadowed  heart.  0    we  are  lit  -  tie  sun-beams,  Sent  down  from  God  to 

which  the  world  has  need. 
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We  shine  as    best   we  can. 


man;      In    all  life's  sha  -  dy    pla 
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No.  193. 


Jesus  Loves  Even  Me. 


P.  P.  B. 


COPYRIGHT.  I902.  BY  JOHN  CHURCH  COMPANY. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 
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1.  I      am     so  glad  that  our   Fa-ther    in  Heav'n  Tells  of  His  love  in  the 

2.  Tho'  I     for  -  get  Him  and  wan  -  der      a  -  way,    Still  He  doth  love  me  wher- 

3.  Oh,   if  there's  on  -  ly    one  song    I     can  sing,  When  in  His  |beau-ty    I 
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Book  ne    has  giv'n,  Won  -  dsr  -  ful  things   in     the    Bi  -  ble        I  see; 

ev   -   er        I   stray;  Back    to     His  dear   lov  -  ing  arms  would     I  flee, 

see      the  Great  King,  This  shall  my  song     in       e  -  ter   -   ni  -  ty  be: 
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Chorus. 


This    is    the  dear -est,  that  Je  -  sus  loves  me 
When  I     re-mem-ber  that  Ja  -  su3  loves  me 

"Oh,  What  a  won  -  der   that  Je  -  sus  loves  me 
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I     am    so  glad     that 
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Je  -  sus  loves  me,     Je-sus  loves  me,    Je-sus  loves  me;      e  -  ven  me. 
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2  If  one  should  ask  of  me,  how  could  I  tell! 
Glory  to  Jesus,  I  know  very  well: 
God's  Holy  Spirit  with  mine  doth  agree, 
Constantly  witnessing— Jesus  loves  me. 
I  am  so  glad,  etc. 


1  Jesus  loves  me,  and  T  know  I  love  Him. 
Love  brought  Him  down  my  poor  soul  to 

redeem: 
Yes,it  was  love  made  Him  die  on  the  tree, 
Oh,  I  am  certain  that  Jesus  loves  me. 

I  am  so  glad,  etc. 

3  In  this  assurance  I  find  sweetest  rest, 
Trusting  in  Jesus,  I  know  J  am  blest; 
Satan  dismayed,  from  my  soul  now  doth  flee, 
When  I  just  tell  him  that  Jesus  loves  me. 
1  am  so  glad.  etc. 
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The  Children's  Hosanna. 
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3=3= 


=t 


75— 


1.  I  dreamed  one  night,  not  long    a  -  go,  Of  man-sions  in   the  skies,  Where 

2.  And,  as     I  mused,  I  heard  a  voice,  In  sweet -er  tones  than  all,      Di- 

3.  And  when  from  slumber     I      a -rose,  To  serve  my  Lord  and  King,     I 
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those  who  love  the  Lord  ob-tain  A  rich  and  glo-rious  prize;  I  saw    a-mong  the 
rect  -  ing  Christian  workers  here,  In  words  I  now  re  -  call: '  'Forbid  them  not, ' '  He 
felt    that  I    the  lit  -  tie  lambs  To  Christ  in  love  might  bring;  And  then  I  cried  for 
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hap  -  py  throng  The  children  bright  and  fair;  I  heard  their  voi-ces  clear  and  sweet 
gen-tly  said,  "The  children  bring  to  Me;  Their  por-tion  in  the  World  of  Light 
dai  -  ly  grace  Their  precious  souls  to  cheer,  Till  they  could  sing,  like  yonder  choir, 
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Refrain.  Faster. 


m 


r^inf 


3*— *■ 


Wm 


With  mu-sic  fill    the  air. 

Redeemed  shall  ev  -  er    be."  Ho-san-na!  Ho-san-nal  Our  songs  of  love  we  bring! 

Ho  -  san  -  na!  bright  and  clear.  ve  bring! 
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Ho-san-na!  Ho-san-na!To  Christ,  the  children's  King;  Ho-san-na!  Ho-san-na! 
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The  Children's  Hosanna. 
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Our  songs  of  love  we  bring,    Ho-san-na!  Ho-san-na!  toChrist,thechildren'sKing. 

.  we  bring. 
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At  the  Gross. 
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1.  A  -  las,  and  did  my  Sav-ior  bleed?  And  did  my  Sov'reign  die?  Would  He  de- 

2.  Was  it   for  crimes  that  I  have  done, He  groaned  upon  the   tree?  A  -  maz-ing 

3.  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide,  And  shut  His  glo-ries  in,  When  Christ,  the 

4.  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  re-pay  The  debt  of  love   I  owe:  Here,  Lord,  I 
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vote  that  sa  -cred  head  For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

pit  -y!  graceunknown!  And  love  beyond  degree!  At  the  cross,  at  the  cross  where  I 

mighty  Mak-er, died  For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

give  my -self  a- way,  'Tisall  that  I  can  do! 
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first  saw  the  light,  And  the  burden  of  my  heart  rolled  away ,( rolled  away,)  It  was 
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thereby  faith   I  received  my  sight,  And  now  I   amhap-py  all  the  day' 
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Be  Gareful. 
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Chas.  H.  Oabriel. 
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1.  Lit  -  tie  feet,    be  ver  -  y  care  -  ful  where  you  go,  (where  you  go,) 

2.  Lit  -  tie  hands,  be  ver  -  y  care  -  ful  what  you  do,    (What  you  do,) 

3.  Lit  -  tie  ears,     be  ver  -  y  care  -  ful  what  you  hear,  (what  you  hear,) 

4.  Lit  -  tie  hearts,  be  ver  -  y  care  -  ful     to     be  true,     (to     be  true,) 
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As       in      life   you    dai  -  ly    trav  -  el       to    and  fro;    (to    and  fro;) 

Wrong  or   tho't-less    ac-tionsyou    will    sure  -  ly  rue;  (y0u    wm  rue;) 

When  the  tempt  -  er  whis  -  pers   to     you,  dan  -  ger's  near;  (ver  -  y    near;) 

Love  the  Lord   and  He    will  sure  -  ly     care    for  you;  (Care    for  you;) 
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Nev  -  er      for     a     mo-ment  stray  From  the  straight  and  nar-row  way; 

In   -  to  mis-chief  nev  -  er     go,     For    'tis     ver  -  y  wrong,  you  know; 

Tho*    he  prom-ise    ev  - 'ry-thing,  Ev  -  'ry    prom-ise     is      a     sting! 
Je  -    sus     will  not   en  -  ter     in  Where  there      is    the  least  of     sin; 
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Oh, 
Oh, 
Oh, 
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be 
be 
be 
be 


care  -  ful, 

care  -  ful, 

care  -  ful, 

care  -  ful, 
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care  -  ful, 
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care  -  ful, 

care  -  ful, 
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feet. 

hands. 

ears. 

hearts. 
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Prayer, 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


The  Power  of  Prayer. 
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1.  There  is  in  prayer  a    won-drous  pow'r  In-spired  of  God    a  -  lone, 

2.  There  is  in  prayer  a  might  -  y  pow'r,  That  draws  our  souls  a  -  bove, 

3.  There  is  in  prayer  a  trust  -  ing  pow'r,  That  keeps  us  day    by    day; 

4.  What-e'er  of    joy    our  cup  may  fill,  What-e'er    of  pain  we    bear, 


k^- 


:rf=8=ti±^^ 


:fc£k:F=fcF=P 


m 


-rt 1 1 t~* F * 


fe£ 


fe^jfei 


1 


m 


i=3E3 


¥ 


-Jr* 


T*r 


X 

That  brings  to  us  the  "Prince  of  Peace,"  And  seals  our  hearts  His  own. 
And  makes  us  one  in  Christ  the  Lord,  Who,  though  un- seen,  we  love. 
That  clings  to  Him,  our  Hope,  our  All,  To  Him,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 
Pray    on,   pray  on,  the  Lord  commands,  Let    ev  -  'ry  breath  be  prayer. 
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The  pow'r  of  prayer  can  nev-er   fail, O'er  sin  and  death  it  will  pre 

nev-er  fail, 
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vail;  The  pow'r  of  prayer,  when  time  is  past,  Will  lead  us  home  at  last 
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Don't  Forget  to  Pray. 
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1.  When  the    day     is    dark    and  lone  -  ly,  Don't  for  -  get  to     pray; 

2.  When  the    sun     is  bright -ly    shin  -  ing, Don't  for-  get  to     pray; 

3.  0         the  bliss  this  won-drous  friend-ship  Will  your  -soul  af  -  ford, 
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Prayer  will  make  your  path- way  bright  -er,  Drive 
Let       the  Sav  -  ior  share  your  glad- ness,  On 
Dwell  -  ing  thus     in    close  com-mun  -  ion  With 
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your  pil  -  grim 
your  lov  -  ing 
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way. 
way; 
Lord: 
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For  your  lov  -  ing  heav'n-ly 
For  He  longs  to  walk  bo 
Till      in  Heav'n  you  shall    be 
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Fa  -  ther  Lis  - 
side  you,  Your 
hold  Him,  See 


tens  when  you 
most  trust  -  ed 
Him  face     to 


call, 

Friend, 

face. 
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And      in    mer  -  cy     He     will    an  -  swer,  Trust 
And      a  -  bide  thro' storm  and  sun -shine  To 
And    thro'-out       e  -  ter  -  nal    a  -  ges  Praise 


Him  for      it 
your  jour-ney's 
Him  for     His 


all. 
end. 
grace. 


m& 


i=H: 


«=t 


*=? 


£=tt 


p 


D.S.-'7n     the     se  -  crei     of      His  pres-ence," Don't  for  -get      to     pray. 
Chorus. 
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Tell    Him  all    your  sor  -  rows 
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He    will    turn  your  nfcht    to     day, 
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Alone  With  God. 
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1.  When  storms  of  life  are  round  me  beat-ing,  When  rough  the  path  that  I  have  trod, 

2.  What  tho'  the  clouds  have  gathered  o'er  me?  What  tho'I'vepassed  beneath  the  rod? 

3.  'Tis  there  I  find  new  strength  for  du-ty,       As    o'er  the  sands  of  time  I   plod, 

4.  And  when  I  see  the  mo-ment  near-ing   When  I  shall  sleep  beneath  the  sod, 
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With  -  in  my  clos-et  door  re  - 
God's  perfect  will  there  lies  be  ■ 
I  see  the  King  in  all  His 
When  time  with  me  is  dis  -  ap  ■ 
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treat-ing,  I    love    to    be    a-lone  with  God. 

fore  me,  When  I    am  thus  a-lone  with  God. 

beau-ty,  While  rest-ing  there  a-lone  with  God. 

pear-ing,  I   want  to    be    a-lone  with  God. 
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Chorus. 
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A-lone  with  God, the  world  for  -  bid  -  den,    A-  lone  with 


A  -  lone 


with  God, 
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God, 0  blest  re  -  treat!    A-lone  with  God, and  in  Him 

Alone  with  God,  A-lone  with  God, 
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hid   -   den,  To  hold  with  Him com-mun  -  ion  sweet. 

To     hold     with  Him 
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No.  200.        Spend  One  Hour  With  Jesus. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1912,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 

Katharine  A.  Grimes.  international  copyright  secured. 
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1.  Wear  -  y     soul     by    sin     op-pressed,  Spend  one  hour  with 

2.  Do      you   fear    the  gath-'ring  gloom?  Spend  one  hour  with 

3.  Ev  -  'ry   need    He    will    sup  -  ply,     Spend  one  hour  with 

4.  All        a  -  long  life's  storm-y     way,    Spend  one  hour  with 
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Je  -  sus; 

Je  -  sus; 

Je  -  sus; 

Je  -  sus; 
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with 
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He 
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will  give  your  spir  -  it  rest,  Spend  one  hour 
the  si  -  lent  in  -  ner  room,  Spend  one  hour 
a  -  lone  can  sat  -  is  -  fy,  Spend  one  hour 
up  -  on  Him  day     by    day,    Spend  one  hour 


Je  -  sus: 
Je  -  sus: 
Je  -  sus: 
Je  -  sus: 
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He    has  felt  your  grief  be  -  fore,   Num-bered  all   your  sor- 
He    will  speak  un  -  to  your  soul,  Make  your  ev  -  'ry  heart- 
Oh,  the  mer  -  cy    He  will  show,    Oh,    the  grace  He  will 
Tell  Him  all—  He     is  your  Friend,  He   will  count-less 


rows  o'er, 

■ache  whole, 

be  -  stow, 

■ings  send. 


B^tftf-J 


mm 


n 


F=^ 


I — 1>— V 


W 


S 


&=fc 


1 


m 


&%E=£ 


tr=i 


He    will    ev  -  'ry    joy     re -store;  Spend  one  hour  with 

Point  you  to     the  Heav'n-ly  Goal;  Spend  one  hour  with 

Grace  to  con-quer    ev  -  'ry    foe;  Spend  one  hour  with 

He    will  keep  you    to      the    end;  Spend  one  hour  with 


Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
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No.  201. 


E.  A.  H. 


I  Must  Tell  Jesus. 
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1.  I  must  tell   Je  -  sus    all    of    my    tri  -  als;      I    can -not  bear  these 

2.  I  must  tell   Je  -  sus    all    of    my  troub-les;  He    is      a    kind,  com- 

3.  Tempted  and  tried   I    need  a  great  Sav  -  ior,  One  who  can  help     my 

4.  0  how  the  world  to      e  -  vil     al  -  lures  me!      0  how  my  heart     is 
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bur-dens  a 
pas-sion-ate 
bur-dens  to 
tempted  to 
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lone;  In  my  dis- tress    He    kind-ly    will  help    me; 

Friend;      If     I    but    ask  Him,  He  will    de  -  liv  -  er, 
bear;  I  must  tell    Je  -  sus,     I  must  tell    Je  -  sus; 

sin!  I  must  tell    Je  -  sus,    and  He    will  help    me 
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D.  S. — /  wittsf  2eW  Je   -   sus!      I  must  tell  Je    -  sus! 
Fine.     Chorus. 
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I  must  tell  Je  -  sus! 
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He    ev  -  er  loves  and  cares  for  His  own. 

Make  of  my  troub-les  quick-ly     an  end. 

He    all  my  cares  and    sor-rows  will  share. 

0-  ver  the  world  the    vie- fry  to  win. 
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Je  -  sus  can  help  me,      Je  -  sus    a  -  lone. 
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I  must  tell    Je  -  sus!     I    can -not  bear    my  bur -dens  a  -  lone; 
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No.  202     Tis  the  Blessed  Hour  of  Prayer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  'Tis  the  bless  -  ed  hour  of  prayer,  when  our  hearts  low  -  ly   bend.  And  we 

2.  Tis  the  bless  -  ed  hour  of  prayer,  when  the  Sav  -  ior  draws  near,  With  a 

3.  'Tis  the  bless -ed  hour  of  prayer,  when  the  tempt-ed  and  tried     To  the 

4.  At  the  bless  -  ed  hour  of  prayer,  trust-ing  Him,  we    be  -  lieve  That  the 
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gath  -  er    to     Je  -  sus,  our  Sav  -  ior  and  Friend;  If    we  come  to  Him  in 
ten  -  der  com  -  pas  -  sion  His  chil  -  dren  to   hear;  When  He  tells  us  we  may 
Sav  -  ior  wno  loves  them  their  sor  -  row  con  -  fide;  With  a  sym  -  pa-thiz  -  ing 
bless-ing  we're  need-ing  we'll  sure- ly    re-ceive;    In    the  full-ness  of  this 
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faith,  His  pro-tec-tion 

cast  at   His  feet   ev  - 

heart  He    re-moves  ev  - 

trust  we  shall  lose   ev  - 
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share,  What  a  balm  for  the  wear-y! 

care,    What  a  balm  for  the  wear-yl 

care;    What  a  balm  for  the  wear-y! 

care;    What  a  balm  for  the  wear-y! 
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D.  S.— What  a    balm  for 
Chorus. 


the  wear-y! 


Fine.  Chorus.  .  D.  S. 


0  how  sweet  to  be  there! 
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Bless-ed  hour  of  prayer,  bless-ed  hour  of  prayer; 
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0  Aow  swee*  to    be  there! 


No.  203. 


My  Heart's  Desire. 


1.  Je-sus,  I  want  to  be    ho  -  ly,  Faith-fui  and    pure        and    true; 

2.  Je-sus,  I  want  to  be  work-ing,  While  it      is    »  called      to  -  day; 

3.  Je  -  sus,  I  want  to  be   lov  -  ing,  Hon  -  est  and    up  -  right  and    kind; 

4.  Je  -  sus,  I  want  to  be  sing  -  ing,  Sing -ing    of      Thy         free   grace, 
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Je  -  sus,  I   want  to 

Je  -  sus,  I  want  to    be    read  -  y 

Je-sus,  I  want  to    be     ev  -  er 
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er      Keep-ing    the   prize    in 
Thy    ti  -  dings    to     por 
Keep-ing    the  cross    in 
In    hap-py    an  -  ti  -  ci  -  pa  :  tion    When  I    shall    see    Thy 


view, 
tray, 
mind, 
face. 
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sus,  I 

sus,  I 

sus,  I 

sus,  I 
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want  to    be  seek  -  ing    Lost  ones  and  tell  them  of  Thee; 

want  to    be  trust  -  ing,  Know-ing  Thy  will    is    the  best; 

want  to    be  will  -  ing,     Ev  -  er     to    do    or    to  be 

want  to    be  watch-ing,  Watch-ing  for     Thee      to  come; 
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Je-sus,   I  want  to    be  show  -  ing     How  precious  Thou  art  to    me. 
Je  -  sus,   I  want  to    be  wait  -  ing  When  Thou  shalt  call  me  to    rest. 
Nothing  or  an  -  y-thing,  al  -  ways,  On  -  ly    to    glo  -  ri  -  f y    Thee. 
Je-sus,   I  know  I    am  read-  y         If  death  should  summon  me  home. 
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More  About  Jesus. 
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1.  More  a  bout  Je 

2.  More  about  Je 

3.  More  a- bout  Je 

4.  More  a  bout  Je 
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sus  would  I  know,  More  of  His  grace  to  oth  -  ersshow; 
sua  let  me  learn,  More  of  His  ho  -  ly  will  dis-cern; 
sus;  in  His  Word,  Hold  ing  communion  with  my  Lord; 
sus;  on  His  throne, Rich-es    in  glo  -  ry  all    His  own; 
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Fine. 


More  of  His  sav  -  ing  full  -  ness  see,  More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 
Spir  -  it    of  God,  my  teach-er  be,  Show-ing  the  things  of  Christ  to  me. 
Hear  -  ing  His  voice  in    ev  -  'ry  line,  Mak  -  ing  each  faithful  say  -  ing  mine. 
More  of  His  kingdom's  sure  increase;  More  of  His  com  ing,  Prince  of  peace. 
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D.  S.-More  of  Eis  sav  'ing  full'  ness  see,  More   of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 
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More,   more     a  -  bout    Je  - 


More,  more     a  -  bout    Je  -  sus; 
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No.  205. 

Anon. 


Give  Me  a  Heart  Like  Thine. 
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Arranged, 
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1.  Give  me     a  heart  like  Thine,     Give  me     a  heart  like  Thine,    By   Thy 


;      ||»^£X g 


lxt  :  if  i  t 

p  f i — i   ^ 


g=g 


£ 


Give  Me  a  Heart  Like  Thine. 
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wonderful    pow-er,  By  Thy  grace  ev-  "ry  hour— Give  me    a  heart  like  Thine. 
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4.  Give  me  a  peace  like  Thine.  fl 

5.  Give  me  a  joy  like  Thine. 


2.  Give  me  a  love  like  Thine. 

3.  Give  me  a  faith  like  Thine. 
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Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 
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1.  S weet  hour  of  pray'r! sweet  hour  of  pray'r! That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
D.  C.-And  oft  es-caped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  re  -  turn,  sweet  hour  of  pray*  t. 
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And  bids  me  at     my  Father's  throne  Make  all   my  wants  and  wish- es  known; 
And  oft    escaped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy   return,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r  1 
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In    sea-sons  of     dis-tress  and  grief,  My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found  re-lief; 
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2  Sweethour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless. 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word'and  trust  His  grace, 
s  I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care 
Andw*>t  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'rl:|| 


3  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r !  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share, 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home  and  take  my  flight; 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 

|| :  And  shout ,  while  passing  through  the  air. 
Farewell,f  areweU,sweetnour  of pray'r! :  j 


No.  207.        Someone  Hears  Our  Prayer. 


R.  M.  Bronner. 
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1.  Do   you  know  when  we  are  long-ing  for     a    bet  -  ter   day,  Some-one  hears  our 

2.  When  the  world  goes  on  for -get-ting  that  our  hearts  are  sore,  Some-one  hears  our 

3.  When  we  wait  the    fi-nal  sum-mons  to  the  realms  a-bove.  Some-one  hears  our 
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prayerl  someone  hears  our  prayer!  Do  you  feel  that  when  in    se  -  cret  si-lent- 
prayer!  someone  hears  our  prayer!  When  the  way  seems  dark  andlone-ly  to    the 
prayer!  someone  hears  our  prayer!  When  at    last   we  hear  the  sing-ing  of    the 
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Chorus. 
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ly      we  pray,  Some  one  hears  ourprayer-'tis  Je  -  sus! 

bet  -  ter  shore,  Some-one  hears  our  prayer-'tis  Je  -  sus!  Some-one  al-ways  hears  oar 
choirs  a  -  bove,  Some-one  hears  our  prayer- tis  Je  -  sus!  Someone  always  hears  our 
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pleadings  and  our  prayers;  Some-one    listens  to  our  troubles  and  our  cares ;  Some-one 

Someone  list-ens  to        our  Someone  loves  as 
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loves  us,  and  a  place  for  us  prepares-Someone  always  hears  us— 'tis    Je  -susl 
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Hear  and  Answer  Prayer. 
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1.  I  am  pray-ing,  bless-ed  Sav  -  ior,  To  be  more   and  more  like  thee; 

2.  I  am  pray-ing,  bless- ed  Sav  -  ior,  For  a   faith   so    clear  and  bright 

3.  I  am  pray-ing  to     be  humbled    By  the  pow'r  of   grace    di  -  vine, 
4.1  am  pray-ing,  bless-ed  Sav  -  ior,  And  my  con-stant  pray'r  shall   be, 
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I      am  pray-ing  that  Thy  Spir- it   Like  a    dove   may  rest  on    me. 
That  its  eye    will  see  Thy  glo  -  ry    Thro'  the  deep  -  est,  dark  -  est   night. 
To  be  clothed  upon  with  meekness,  And    to  have    no  will   but  Thine. 
For    a  per -feet  con-se-cra-tion,  That  shall  make  me  more  like   Thee. 
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Chords. 


H 


s 


£=£ 


3EE£ 


± 


* 


*=£ 


P     *     V   ' ' 1 1/     P     V 

Thou  who  know -est  all  my  weak-p  ^ss,  Thou  who  know-est   all   my  care, 
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While  I  plead  each  precious  promise,  Hear,  oh,  hear    and  an-  swer  pray'r. 
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No.  209. 


An  Eye  That  Never  Sleeps. 


John  Wallace. 
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1.  There  is    an  eye  that  nev  -  er  sleeps  Be-neaththe    wing    of        night; 

2.  There  is    an  arm  that  nev-er  tires  When    hu  -  man  strength  gives  way; 

3.  That  eye    is  fixed   on     seraph  throngs;  That  arm  up  -  holds  the      sky; 

4.  But  there's  a  pow'r  which  man  can  wield  When  mor-tal     aid     is         vain, 

5.  That  pow'r  is  prayer  which  soars  on  high,  Thro' Je  -  sus,    to       the      throne, 
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There    is 
There    is 
That    ear 
That   eye, 
And  moves 
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an    ear    that 

a    love   that 

is  filled  with 

that  arm,  that 

the  hand  which 
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nev  -  er  shuts, 
nev  -  er    fails 
an  -  gel  songs; 
love     to  reach, 
moves  the  world 
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When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 
WThen  earth-ly  loves    de  -  cay. 
That  love    is  throned  on  high. 
That  lis  -  t'ning  ear    to  gain. 
To    bring  sal  «•  va  -  tion  down. 
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PlO.    210.    The  Soul's  Sincere  Desire. 

1  Praver  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Uttered  or  unexpressed; 
The  motion  of  all  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Praver  h  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Praver  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try; 
Prayer  th«3  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Praver  fa  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways; 
While  angels  in  th^ir  songs  rejoice 
And  cry,  "Behold,  he  prays  1" 

5  Praver  fa  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  pates  of  death; 
He  enters  Heaven  with  prayer. 


6  0  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way; 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod: 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray! 

—James  Montgomery. 
NO.    21 1.    Prayer  is  the  Breath  of  God. 

1  Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  in  man, 

Returning  where  it  came; 
Love  is  the  sacred  fire  within, 
And  prayer  the  using  flame. 

2  It  gives  the  burdened  spirit  ease, 

And  soothes  the  troubled  breast; 
Yields  comfort  to  the  mourning  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

3  When  God  inclines  the  heart  to  pray, 

He  hath  an  ear  to  hear; 
To  Him  there's  music  in  a  sigh, 
And  beauty  in  a  tear. 

4  The  humble  suppliant  cannot  fail 

To  have  his  wants  supplied, 
Since  He  for  sinners  intercedes 
Who  once  for  sinners  died 
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The  Pentecostal  Power. 
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Rev.  J.  O.  Stutsman. 
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cred  pow'r  They  had     at    Pen  -  te-cost, 

Thy  carts ,  Our  time , our  strength , our  all; 

each  heart,  And  strengthen   ev  -  'ry  mind, 

my  soul,  He  cleans  -  es    me  from  sin; 

sin -cere,  Thy  glo  -  rious  work  be  -  gin, 

i 


1.  Lord, give 

2.  We    give 

3.  Come  now 

4.  I       feel 

5.  I'll    do 


us    now      the     sa  - 
our-selves      in  -  to 
and   pu    -    ri  -  f y 
the  Spir  -  it     in 
Thy  will     with  heart 
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In-crease    our  love  for  Thee    this 

We   will      be  Thine;  0   hear    our 

That  ev  -  'ry    one  may    do     His 

0    praise  His  namel  He  makes  me 

I'll   face    the  world  with -out      a 


hour, 
prayer 
part 
whole, 
fear, 


I"       9  W~ 

That  we    may  save  the  lost. 
And   let    Thy  Spir  -  it   fall. 
In    this  great  work  of  Thine. 
And  gives    me  peace  with  -  in. 
With  Pen  -  te  -  cost  with  -  in. 


m 


,uy 


ft 


i 


m 


±^ 


s=i 


t=t 


Chobus. 


mum 


Uau^=i 


£ 


0    sa  -  cred  fire      of  love     di  -  vine,   Con 
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sume    the  dross  and  make  us 
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Thine;   Fill  ev-'ry  soul,    and  give      us  pow'r,  The  Pen-te-cost-  al  pow'r. 
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No.  213.      Holy  Ghost,  With  Love  Divine. 

A.  Reed. 


Gottschalk. 


1.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  light  di  -  vine,  Shine   up  -  on      this  heart  of 

2.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  pow'r  di  -  vine,  Cleanse  this  guilt  -  y     heart  of 

3.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  joy  di  -  vine,  Cheer  this  sad  -  dened  heart  of 

4.  Ho  -  ly  Spir   -  it,    all  di  -  vine,  Dwell  with -in       this  heart  of 


mine; 
mine; 
mine; 
mine: 
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Chase  the  shades  of    night  a   -  way,  Turn   my 

Long  hath   sin     with  -  out  con  -  trol,  Held    do 

Bid       my    man  -  y     woes  de  -  part,  Heal   my 

Cast   down  ev  -  'ry       i   -  dol  -  throne,  Reign  su 
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dark-ness  in  -   to    day. 
•  min  -  ion  o'er    my  soul. 

wound-ed,  bleed -ing  heart, 
preme— and  reign  a  -  lone. 
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Breathe  Upon  Us. 
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1.  Breathe  up  -  on  us,  Lord,  from  heaven,    Fill    us  wif.h  the    Ho  -  ly   Ghost; 

2.  While  the  Spir -it  hov  -  ers    o'er  us,    0  -  pen  all   our  hearts,  we  pray; 

3.  From  all  sin  grant  us    re  -  demp  -  tion,  Wash  us  in    the  cieans-ing  flood; 

4.  Lift    us,  Lord,  oh,  lift  us  high  -  er,     From  the  car-nal  mind  set  free; 
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Prom-ise  of    the  Fa  -  ther  giv-en,  Send  us   now     a 

T"    Thine  im-age,Lord,  re  -  store  us,  Wit  -  ness  in     our 

Let    us    know  the  full  re-demp  tion  Purchased  for   us 

Fill    us    with    re  -  fin  -  ing  fire,  Give  us    per  -  feet 
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Pen  -  te  -  cost, 
souls  to  -  day. 
by  the  blood, 
lib  -  er  -  ty. 


£=e=& 


£ 


ff 


1 


Breathe  Upon  Us. 


Chorus. 
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Breathe  up  -  on  us,  Breathe  up  -  on  us,  With  Thy  love  our  hearts  in  -  spire; 

f  f  if  f  f  f -#-£-^4^*: 


i 


gtU-l-U-i, 


mm 


m 


m 


H=m=u 


m 


i^m 


X — s?" 


Breathe  up -on  us,  Breathe  up  -  on  us,   Lord,  baptize  us 
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now  with  fire. 
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No.  215. 


E.  H.  Stokes. 


Fill  Me  Now. 
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1.  Hov  -  er  o'er  me,   Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it,  Bathe  my  tremb  -ling  heart  and  brow; 

2.  Thou  canst  fill  me,  gracious  Spir  -  it,  Tho'   I    can     not     tell    Thee  how; 

3.  I        am  weakness,  full  of  weakness,  At    Thy  sa  -  cred    feet    I      bow; 

4.  Cleanse  and  comfort,bless  and  save  me;  Bathe,  oh,  bathe  my  heart  and  brow; 
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Fill  me  with  Thy 
But  I  need  Thee 
Blest,  divine,  e  - 
Thou  art  corn-fort- 
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hal  -lowed  pres-ence,  Come,  oh,  come  and  fill  me  now. 
,  great -ly  need  Thee;  Come,  oh,  come  and  fill  me  now. 
ter  -  nal  Spir  -  it,  Fill  with  pow'r,  and  fill  me  now. 
ing      and  sav  -  ing,  Thou  art  sweet  -  ly   fill  -  ing  now. 
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D.  S.  Fill  me  with  Thy 
Chorus. 
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hal  -  lowed  pres-ence,  Come,  oh,  come    and  Jill    me  now. 
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fill     me  now,     Je   -   sus  come    and  fill    me  now; 
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Fill     me    now, 
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No.  216. 


I  Am  Listening. 
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1.  Do  you  hear  the    Sav-ior  call-ing,  By    thewoo-ings  of  His  voice? 

2.  By  His   Spir  -  it      He     is    woo-ing,  Soft  -  ly  draw  -  ing  us    to    Him, 

3.  By  the    Word  of  Truth  He's  speaking  To  the  wand'ring,  er  -  ring  ones; 

4.  In    His  Prov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  deal  -  ings,  E  -  ven  in     His  stern  de-crees, 
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Do    you  hear   the     ac -cents  fall  -  ing?  Will  you  make  the  pre-cious choice? 
Thro' the  day    and  night  pur-su  -  ing,  With  His  gen-  tie  voice  to    win. 
List!  the  voice  the    still -ness'break-ing!  Hear  the  sweet  and  sol-emn  tones  1 
In      the  loud- est  thun-ders  peal  -  ing,   Or  the  murm'ring  of  the  breeze. 
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Refrain. 
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I      am    lis- t'ning,  oh,  I'm  lis-t'ning,  Just  to    bear  the  ac-cents  fall; 
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Repeat  softly 
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I      am    lis -t'ning,  oh,  I'm  lis-t'ning  To  the  Sav-ior'sgen-tle  call. 
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Send  the  Power  Again. 
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1.  There  wa9  pow'r.O  Lord, in  the  day 9  of  old,  To  kin  -  die  a  fire  in  hearts  grown 

2.  There  was  pow'r  by  which  ev'ry  tongue  could  speak, N  m life-giving  pow'r  unto  the 

3.  There  was  pow'r  to  set  ev'ry  cap-tive  free  And  give  to  Thy  servants  lib  -  er- 

4.  There  was  pow'r,0  Lord,  in  the  old-time  pray'r,It  thrilled  ev'ry  heart  and  lingered 
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cold;  That  we  on  Thy  word  may  now  lay  hold, Lord, send  that  pow'r  a-gain. 
weak/That  sent  them  the  wand'ring  ones  to  seek — Lord, send  that  pow'r  a-gain. 
ty  To  speak  and  to  pray  and  work  for  Thee— Lord, send  that  pow'r  a-gain. 
there,Till  we     in  Thy  glo  -  ry  seemed  to  share—Lord, send  that  pow'r  a-gain. 


m 


s=r 


* 


m 


£ 


Chorus. 
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Lord,  send  the  pow'r  a  -  gain,  0 

A  •  men! 


send  the  pow'r  a  -  gain! 


A  •  men! 
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We  believe  on  Thy  name,  And  Thy  promise  we  claim,Lord,sendthe  pow'r  a-gain. 
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I  Need  Thee  Every  Hour. 
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Most  gra  -  cious  Lord;  No    ten  -  der 

Stay  Thou  near  by;  Temp-ta -  tions 

In  joy      or     pain;  Come  quick-ly 

4.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour,    Teach  me     Thy  will.  And  Thy  rich 

5.  I  need  Thee  ev-'ryhour,     Most  Ho  -  ly    One;     0  make  me 


1.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour, 

2.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour, 

3.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour, 
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Chorus. 
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voice  like  Thine  Can  peace  af  -  ford. 

lose  their  pow'r  When  Thou  art  nigh. 

and    a -bide,  Or    life    is     vain.  IneedThee,0  I  need  Thee!  Ev-'ry 

prom-is  -  es     In    me     ful  -  fill. 

Thine  in-deed,  Thou  bless-ed     Son! 
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hour  I  need  Thee;  0  bless  me  now,my  Sav  -  ior,  I      come  to  Thee! 
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No.  219.  Holy  Spirit,  Truth  Divine. 

Samuel  Longfellow.  Win,  B,  Bradbury. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly   Spir-it, 
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Truth  di-vine!  Dawn  up  -  on    this     soul    of  mine; 

2.  Ho  -  ly   Spir-it,  Love  di-vine!  Glow  with  -  in   this    heart  of  mine; 

3.  Ho  -  ly    Spir-it,  Pow'r  di-vine!  Fill     and  nerve  this    will     of  mine; 

4.  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it,  Right  di-vine!  King  with  -  in    my  conscience  reign: 
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Holy  Spirit,  Truth  Divine. 
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Word  of  God,  and   in  -  ward  Light!  Wake  my    spir  -  it,  clear    my  sight. 

Kin  -  die   ev  -  'ry  high    de  -  sire;  Per  -  ish     self     in  Thy    pure  fire  I 

By   Thee  may   I  strong  -  ly   live,  Brave  -  ly  bear,   and  no  -    bly  strive. 

Be      my  law,  and    I    shall   be  Firm  -  ly  bound,  for  -  ev    -    er  free. 
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No.  220.         Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 
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M.  M.  Wells. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly    Spir -it,     faith-fol  Guide, 

2.  Ev  -  er    pres-ent,    tru  -  est  Friend, 

3.  When  our  days  of     toil  shall  cease, 
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Ev  -  er  near  the    Christian's  side 

Ev  -  er  near,  Thine  aid      to  lend 

Wait-ing  still  for     sweet  re-lease 
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Fine. 
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Gen  •  tly  lead  us  by  the  hand, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Nothing   left    but heav'n and pray'r, 


f 

Pil  grims  in  a  des  -  ert  land; 
Grop - ing  on  in  darkness  here; 
Trust  -  ing  that  our    names  are  there; 
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B.S.-Whis-per  soft  -  ly  "Wand'rer  come! 
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Fol  -  low  me,  Til    guide  thee  home,*' 
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Wea  -  ry  souls  for  •  e'er  re  -  joice, 
When  the  storms  are  rag  -  ing  sore, 
Wad  -  ing  deep   the    dis  -  mal  flood, 


While  they  hear  that  sweet-est  voice 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Plead -ing  naught  but  Je  ■  sus'  blood; 
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No.  221, 


The  Comforter  Has  Gome. 


P.  Bottome. 


COPYRIGHT,  1890,  BY  WM.  J.  K1RKPATRICK. 
USED  BY  PER. 


Win.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  0  spread  the     ti- dings 'round,  wher  -  ev  -  er  man    is    found,  Wher- 

2.  The  long,  long  night  is     past,  ,  the   morn  -  ing  breaks  at     last,  And 

3.  Lo,  the  great  King  of  kings,  with  heal  -  ing  in  His  wings,  To 
4.0  bound-less  love  di  -  vine!  how  shall  this  tongue  of  mine  To 
5.  Sing,  till     the  ech  -  oes     fly  a  -  bove    the  vault-ed     sky,  And 
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ev  -  er  hu-man  hearts  and 
hush'd  the  dreadful  wail  and 
ev  -  'ry  cap-tive  soul 
wond'ring  mortals  tell 
all    the  saints  a  -  bove 


a 
the 
to 


hu-man  woes  a  -  bound; 

fu  -  ry    of  the  blast, 

full    de-liv'-rance  brings; 

match-loss  grace  di-vin§ — 

all    be  -  low  re  -  ply, 


Let  ev-'ry  Christian 

As  o'er  the  gold  en 

And  thro' the   vacant 

That  I,     a  child  of 

In  strains  of  end -less 
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D.S.-Ho-ly  Ghost  from  heav'n,The  Fa-ther's  promise  giv'n;       0  spread  the  tidings 
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The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  ICom  -  fort  -  er 


tongue  pro-claim  the  joy  -  ful   sound: 

hills     the    day  ad  -  vane  -  es    fast! 
cells     the    song     of    tri  umph  rings; 

hell,  should    in  His    im-age  shine! 

love     the  song  that  ne'er  will   die; 
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has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  cornel 
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'round,  Wher-ev  •  er   man    is   found — The    Com  -  fort  -  er       has   come! 

Chorus. 
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The  Com  •  fort-  er   has  come,       The  Com- fort -er    has   come!    The 
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Cleansing, 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby 


Savior,  More  than  Life. 

COPYRIGHT,  1903,  B^'  W.  H.DOANE. 
USED  BY  PER. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Sav-ior,  more  than  life  to  me,      I    am  clinging,  cling-ing  close  to  Thee; 

2.  Thro' this  changing  world  be-low,      Lead  me  gen-tly,  gen-tly    as     I    go; 

3.  Let    me  love  Thee  more  and  more,  Till  this  fleet  ing,  fleet-ing  life    is  o'er; 
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Let  Thy  precious  blood  ap-plied,  Keep  me  ev  -  er,  ev  -  er  near  Thy  side. 
Trust- ing  Thee,  I  can  -  not  stray,  I  can  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  lose  my  way. 
Till    my  soul    is  lost    in  love,     In    a    bright- er,bright-er world  a-bove. 
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Refrain. 
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Ev  -  'ry  day,  ev  -  'ry  hour,  Let  me  feel  Thy  cleans -ing 

Ev  -  'ry  day  and  hour,  ev  -  'ry  day  and  hour, 
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pow'r;  May  Thy  ten-der  love  to  me  Bind  me  clos-er,  clos-er,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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There  is  Power  in  the  Blood. 

COPYRIGHT,  1899,  BY  H.  L.  GM.MOUR. 
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1.  Would 

2.  Would 

3.  Would 

4.  Would 


you  be  free  from  your  bur  -  den  of  sin?  There's  pow'r  in  the  bloo  . 
you  be  free  from  your  pas-sion  and  pride?  There's  pow'r  in  the  blood, 
you  be  whit-  er,  much  whit-er  than  snow?  There's  pow'r  in  the  blood, 
you  do  serv-ice  for  Je-sus  your  King?  There's  pow'r  in  the  blood, 
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pow'r 
pow'r 
pow'r 
pow'r 


the  blood;  Would  you  o'er  e  -   vil  a     vie  -  to  • 

the  blood;  Come   for     a     cleansing  to     cal  -  va  • 

the  blood;  Sins    stains  are    lost    in  its  life  -  giv 

the  blood;  Would  you  live    dai  -  ly,  His  prais  -  es 
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ry's  tide, 
ing  flow, 
to 
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Chorus. 
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There's  won  -  der  •  ful  pow'r  in   the  blood.  There  is  pow'r,  pow'r, 

there     is    pow'r, 
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Wonder  -  working  pow'r  in  the  blood  of    the  Lamb,  There  is 

in  the  blood 
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of  the  Lamb, 
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pow'r,    pow'r,  wonder-working  pow'r,  In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

there  is  pow'r, 
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E.  O.  B. 


I've  Washed  My  Robes. 


COPYRIGHT,  1882,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 


E.  O.  Ezcell. 
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1.  My  robes  were  once  all  stain'd  with  sin,  I  knew  not  how  to  make  them  dean; 

2.  That  prom-ise,"who-so-  ev  -  er  will,"  In  -  clud-ed  me,  in-cludes  me  still; 
3.1         do  not  doubt,  nor  do      I  say,  "I  hope  the  stains  are  wash'd  a- way," 
4.  Oh,    who  will  come  and  wash  to-day,  'Till  all  their  stains  are  wash'd  a-way. 
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Un  -  til  a  voice  said  sweet  andlow,"Go  wash,ril  make  them  white  as  snow." 
I    came  and  ev  -  er   since  I  know, His  blood  it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow. 
For   in    His  Word  I  read    it   so;  His  blood  it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow. 
Un  -  til  by  faith  they  see  and  know  Their  robes  are  wash'd  as  white  as  snow. 
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I've  wash 
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'd  my  robes in  Je  -  sus*  blood, And  He  has 

I've  wash'd  my  robes  in    Je-sus'  blood, 
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made  ......  them  white  as  snow;  ....   I've  wash'd  my  robes  ....    in  Je-sua* 

And  He  has  made  them  white  as  snow;  I've  wash'd  my  robes, 

JIL 


blood, And  He  has  made them  white  as  snow. 

in  Je-sus'  blood,  And  He  has  made  them  white  as  snow, white  as  snow. 
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No.  225.    The  Blood  Has  Never  Lost  Its  Power. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,  1907,  BY  H.  L.  GILMOUR,  WENONAH,  N.  J.      Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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Je-sus'  precious  blood  had  pow'r  E'en  the 


In    the  mist-y  days  of  yore 

I  was  lost  and  steeped  in  guilt,  But  the  blood  for  sin-ners  spilt  Washed  a- 
God  in  mer-  cy  asks  you,  why,broth-er  sin-ner,  will  you  die,  When  such 
Bring  your  burdens,  come  to-day,  turn  from  all  your  sins  a  -  way,    He  can 
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thief  up  -  on  the  cross  to    save;   Like   a    bird  his  spir  -  it  flies    to    its 
way  my  sins  and  set   me    free;    Now  and  ev- er-more  the  same, praise,  0 
full  re-demp-tion  He  pro -vides?  You  have  but  to  look  and  live,   life     e- 
full  -  y  save  and  sane  -  ti  -  fy;   From  the  wrath  to  come  now  flee,  let  your 
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home  in    Par  -  a  -  dise,  Thro'  the  pow'r  of    Cal-v'ry's  crim-son    wave 
praise  His  ho  -  ly  name!  Will  the  cleans-ing  stream  a  -  vail-ing      be. 
ter  -  nal   He    will  give,    For   the  pow'r  of    Cal-v'ry  still     a  -  bides, 
name  re-  cord  -  ed    be      With  the  blood-washed  and  re-deemed  on    high. 
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Chorus. 
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And  the  blood  has  nev  -  er    lost    its  pow'r,  No, 

And      the     pre-cious  blood  has     nev        -        er,  nev  -  er    lost    its    pow'r,       j 
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nev-er no,  nev-er; Je  -  sus' blood  a- 

-  er    lost    its    pow'r,  nev  -  er    lost    its    pow'r;  Je  -  sus'  blood    a  - 
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The  Blood  Has  Never  Lost  Its  Power. 
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vails  for  sin  for  -  ev  -  er, And  will  nev  -  er    lose  its  pow'r. 

sin  for  -  ev  -  er,  ^        ~0^     JL. 
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No.  226. 
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Cheerful. 
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Beautiful  River. 

COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  MARY  RUNYOH  LOWBY. 
USED  BY  PER. 


Rev.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Shall  we  gath  -  er  at  the   riv  -  er  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have  trod; 

2.  On     the  mar  -  gin  of  the   riv  -  er,  Wash  -  ing    up    its  sil  -  ver    spray, 

3.  Ere    we  reach  the  shin-ing  riv  -  er,  Lay      we    ev  -  'ry  bur-den    down; 

4.  Soon  we'll  gath- er  at  the  riv  -  er,  Soon    our  pil-grim-age  will    cease; 
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With  its  crys  -  tal  tide   for  -  ev  -  er  Flow-ing  by    the  throne  of    God? 
We    will  walk  and  wor- ship    ev  -  er,  All    the  hap  -  py,  gold  -  en  day. 
Grace  our  spir  -  its  will    de  -  liv  -  er,  And  pro  -  vide    a    robe  and  crown. 
Soon  our  hap  -  py  hearts  will  quiv  -  er  With  the  mel  -  o  -  dy     of   peace. 
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Chords. 
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Yes,  we'll  gath-er  at  the  riv  -  er,  The  beau-ti-ful,  the  beau-ti-ful    riv  -  er,- 


Gath  -  er  with  the  saints  at  the  riv  •  er,  That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 
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Nothing  But  the  Blood. 

COPYRIGHT,   1904,    BY   MARY  RUNYON   COWRY.   RENEWAL. 
USED   BY   PER. 
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,    f  What  can  wash  a  -  way  my 
I  What  can  make  me  whole  a  - 


sin?  Noth  ing  but  the  blood  of 

gain?  Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 

o  J  For  my  par  -  don  thia    I     see— Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 

•  (.  For  my  cleans  ing,this  my  plea— Noth  ing  but  the  blood  of 
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Chorus. 


D.  S. — Noth-ing  but  the  blood    of     Je  -  sus. 
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Oh,  precious  is  the  flow  That  makes  me  white  as  snow;  No  other  Fount  I  know, 
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3  Nothing  can  for  sin  atone, 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus; 
Naught  of  good  that  I  have  done, 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. 


4  This  is  all  my  hope  and  peace- 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus; 
This  is  all  my  righteousness- 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. 
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Deeper  Yet. 
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Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrlck. 
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1.  In      the  blood  from  the  cross    I  have  been  washed  from  sin; 

2.  Day  by  day,  hour  by  hour,  Blessings  are  sent  to      me; 

3.  Near  to  Christ  I  would  live,   Fol-low-ing  Him  each  day; 

4.  Now  I  have  peace,  sweet  peace,  While  in  this  world  of  sin; 


But    to    be 
But  for  more 
What  I    ask 
But    to  pray 
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CllORUS. 
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free  from  dross  Still  I  would  en  -  ter    in. 
of      His  pow'r  Ev  -  er  my  prayer  would  be. 
He    will  give,   So  then  with  faith  I     pray. 
I'll    not  cease  Till    I     am  pure  with -in. 
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Deep-er  yet,  deep  -  er  yet, 
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Deeper  Yet 
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In-to  the  crimson  flood;  Deep-er  yet,  deep-er  yet,  Under  the  precious  blood. 
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Mo.  229.      The  Half  Has  Never  Been  Told, 


France  R.  Havergal. 
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1.  I    know    I    love  Thee  bet-ter,  Lord,   Than    an    -    y  earth -ly  joy, 

2.  I    know  that  Thou  art  near  -  er    still,    Than    an    -   y  earth  -  ly  throng, 

3.  Thou  hast  put  glad  -  ness    in    my  heart;    Then  well   may  I      be   glad! 

4.  0    Sav-ior,  pre-cious  Sav-iorminel    What  will  Thy  pres-ence  be, 
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For  Thou   hast  giv  -  en  me  the   peace  Which  noth  -  ing  can  de  -  stroy. 
And  sweet  -  er    is     the  tho't  of    Thee,    Than    an  -  y   love  -  ly  song. 
With -out   the    se-cret  of    Thy  love,       I     could  not  but   be     sad. 
If       such    a      life   of   love  can  crown  Our    walk    on  earth  with  Thee? 
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The  half  has  never  yet  been  told,  Of    love   so   full  and  free.    1 

The  half  has  nev  -  er  yet  been  told,  The  blood— it  cleanseth  me.    J 

yet  been  told, 
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No.  230.      Are  You  Washed  in  the  Blood? 


E.  A.  H. 


BY  PERMISSION. 


Rev,  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Have  you  been  to   Je  -  sus  for  the  cleansing  pow'r?Are  you  washed  in  the 

2.  Are  you  walk-ing  dai-ly   by  the   Sav-ior's  side?  Are  you  washed  in  tht 

3.  When  the  Bridegroom  cometh,  will  your  robes  be  white, Pure  and  white  in  the 

4.  Lay     a  -  side  the  garments  that  are  stained  with  sin,  And  be  washed  in  the 
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blood  of  the  Lamb?  Are  you  ful  -  ly  trusting  in  His  grace  this  hour?  Are  you 

blood  of  the  Lamb?  Do  you  rest  each  moment  in  the  Cru  -  ci-fied? Are  you 

blood  of  the  Lamb?  Will  your  soul  be  ready  for  the  mansions  bright  ?And  be 

blood  of  the  Lamb; There's  a  fountain  flow-ing  for  the  soul  unclean,  Oh,  be 
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D.  S. — Are  they  white  as  snow? Are  you 


Chorus. 
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washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb?  Are  you  washed         in  the  blood, 

Are  you  washed  in    the  blood, 
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washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
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In  the  soul-cleansing  blood  of  the  Lamb?  Are  your  garments  spotless? 

of  the  Lamb? 
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Gome  to  Jesus. 


'Behold,  now  is  the  accepted  time,  behold,  now  is  the  day  of  salvation. *'—  3  Cos,  vi.  2. 
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1.  Come  to    Je  -  sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sus  just    now; 
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Just  now      come    to 
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Je  -  sus 
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Come    to     Je  -  sus    just     now. 
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1.  Come  to  Jesus,  just  now,  etc. 
"Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and 

are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."— Matt.  11:28. 

2.  He  will  save  you,  just  now,  etc. 
"Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 

thou  shalt  be  saved."— Acts  16:31. 

3.  0  believe  Him,  just  now,  etc. 
"God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave 

His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life." — John  3: 16. 

4.  He  is  able. 

"He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  utter 
most  that  come  unto  God  by  Him,  seeing 
He  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for 
them."— Heb.  7:25. 

5.  He  is  willing. 

"The  Lord  is  long  suffering  tousward, 
not  willing  that  any  should  perish,  but 
that  all  should  come  to  repentance."— 
2  Pet.  3:9. 

6.  He'll  receive  you. 

"Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no 
wise  cast  out." — John  6: 37. 

7.  Then  flee  to  Jesus. 

"Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come."— 
Matt.  3:7. 

8.  Call  unto  Him. 
"Whosoever  shall  call  on  the  name  of 

the  Lord  shall  be  saved."— Acts  2;  21, 


9.  "Mercy  on  me." 

"Jesus  thou  son  of  David,  have  mercy 
on  me." -Mark  10:47. 

10.  He  will  hear  you. 

"And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  go  thy  way, 
thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole." — 
Mark  10:52. 

11.  He'll  forgive  you. 

"If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful 
and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins." — 
1  John  1:9. 

12.  He  will  cleanse  you. 

"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son, 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sia." — 1  John  1:7. 

13.  Ha'll  renew  you. 
"Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Christ,  he 

is  a  new  creature."— 2  Cor.  5: 17. 

14.  He  will  clothe  you. 

"He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall 
be  clothed  in  white  raiment." — Rev.  3: 5. 

15.  Jesus  loves  you. 

"Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this, 
that  a,  man  lay  down  his  life  for 
his  friends." — John  15: 13. 

16.  Don't  reject  Him. 

"He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men. — 
Isa.  53: 3. 

17.  Only  trust  Him. 

"He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  life."— 
1  John  5: 12.  b.  P.  H. 


No.  232. 


Rev.  A.  H   Ackley. 


I  am  Coming  Home. 

COPYRIGHT,  101 1,  BY  RODEHEAVER-ACKLEV  CO. 
HOMER  RODEHEAVER,  OWNER. 


B.  D.  Ackley. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  I   am  com-inghome  to-day,  For    I  have  found  there's  joy  in 

2.  Man  -  y  years  my  heart  has  strayed  from  Thee,  And  now  re-pent-ant  to  Thy 

3.  Oh,    the  mis-er-y    my    sin  has  caused  me, Naught  but  pain  and  sor-row 

4.  Full  -  y   trust-ing  in  Thy  pre-cious  prom-ise,  With  no  right-eous-ness  to 

5.  Now   I   seek  the  cross  where  Je-sus  died!  For   all    my  sins  His  blood  will 
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Thee  a -lone;  From  the  path  of  sin  I  turn  a -way, now  I  am  com-ing  home, 

throne  I  come;  Je  -  sus  o-pened  up  the  way  for  me,  now  I  am  com-ing  home. 

I    have  known;Now  I  seek  Thy  saving  grace  and  mer-cy,  I  am  com-ing  home, 

call   my  own, Pleading  nothing  but  the  blood  of  Je-sus,    I  am  com-ing  home, 

still    a-tonejFlowingo'ertill  ev'ry  stain  is  cov-ered,  I  am  com-ing  home. 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus,  I  am  coming  home  to  -  day,  Nev-er,nev-er-more  from  Thee  to  stray; 


PJ^# 


8- 


£ 


§ 


T=ff 


si 


m 


i=Xt 


\>  \>  V  \> 


UdlLrfa-r+mm 


i 


f 


s>-r 


M 


Lord,    I  now  ac-cept  Thy  pre-cious  prom-ise,    I     am  com-ing   home. 
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No.  233. 


T.  H. 


God's  Day  of  Grace. 

COPYRIGHT,   1907,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  'Tis  God's  day  of  pard-'ning  grace,  'Tis  the  time  to     seek  his    face; 

2.  Far   from  God  why  will  you  roam,  When  the  Fa  -  ther  calls  you  home? 

3.  Come, 'tis  Je  -  sus' ear  -  nest  call,  Yield  to  him  your  heart,  your  all; 

4.  While  the  Spir  -  it   lin  -  gers  near,  While  the  Sav  -  ior  waits  to    hear, 
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Heed  the  call,  do    not   de  -  lay,  But    the  voice   di-vine    o    -    bey. 

Tar  -  ry    not  nor  long  -  er  doubt,  He     will  nev  -  er  cast  you     out. 

Cast  your  load  of  guilt    a  -  way,  Come,   it   is     sal  -  va  -  tion's  day. 

While  he  of  -  fers  pard'ning  grace,  Seek,    0  seek  his    ho   -   ly     face! 
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Refrain. 
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Come  just  now,  .  .  come  just  now,  .  .  At  the  throne  of  mer  -  cy  bow;  .  .  . 

Come  just  now,  come  just  now,  hum  -  bly  bow, 
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Come  just  now,  .  .  .  come  just  now,  .  .   Come,  0  come  to  Je  -  sus  now! 

Come  just  now,  come  just  now, 
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No.  234. 


The  Swelling  of  Jordan. 


COPYRIGHT,   1908,   BY  MARY  RUNYON  LOWRY. 

Mrs.  George  Hulse  McLeod.         used  by  permission. 


Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  What  wilt  thou  do     in    the  swell -ing     of    Jor  -  dan,  Bold  -  ly  re- 

2.  This    side    the    riv  -  er,  friends  near -est  and  dear  -  est  Leave  thee  to 

3.  But      in     thy  wand'rings  He    fol  -  lows  thee    ev  -  er,   Seek  -  ing  to 

4.  Life's  sun     is     set- ting  and  dark- ness    is   near  -  ing;   Too    late  to- 
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-ing  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  Scorn -ing  the  grief  in  Geth-sera  -  a-ne's 

on  thy  jour- ney  a  -  lone;     If     in    the    val-ley     of    shad -ow  thou 

thee  by  night  and  by  day;   Hear  His  sweet  prom-ise, "I'll  nev  -  er,  no, 

-row  thy  plead -ing  may  be;     Tell  Him  thy  sor-row,  and  trust  Him,  un- 
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gar -den,  Let-ting  Him  suf-fer  and  die  all    in  vain? 

fear -est,  Cling  to  the  hand  of  the  Cru-ci-fied  One.  Soon  in  the  midnight  thy 

nev  -  er  Leave  thee  to  per  -  ish,  for   I    am  the  Way." 

fear-ing;  He  who  saved  sinners  will  save  e-ven  thee. 
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soul  He'll  be  call -ing;  Who  then  can  save  thee  from  dan-ger   ap- pall -ing? 
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Too  late  to  plead  then  for  mer-cy    and  par-don!  What  wilt  thou   do? 
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The  Swelling  of  Jordan. 
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What  wilt  thou  do?     What  wilt  thou  do    in    the  swelMng    of  Jor-dan? 
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No.  235. 


David  H.  Hine. 


Say  "Yes"  to  God. 


COPYRIGHT,  1912,  W.  H.  DOANE. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  A-way  from  God,  so    far    a- way,  Why  will  you  Ion  -  ger  from  Him  stray? 

2.  A-way  from  God, where  hope  is  dead, Where  peace  and  joy  have  from  you  fled: 

3.  A-way  from  God,  so  faint,  so  weak,   0  come  to   Him   and  par -don  seek. 

4.  A-way  from  God,  a-way  from  home,  Why  will  you  Ion  -  ger  from  Him  roam? 
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Sin's  wear -y  way  you  long  have  trod,  0  come 
Where  you  are  wear  -  y  and  oppressed,  0  come 
'Tis  Je  -  sus  calls,  why  Ion  -  ger  stay, While  an- 
Why  will  you  spurn  His  plead-ing  cry,  Why  will 
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gels  wait 
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say  "yes"  to  God. 
for  peace  and  rest, 
and  Chris-tians  pray? 
His  love  and  die? 
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Say  "yes"  to  God,   0  why  de  -  lay?  Say  "yes"  to   God, 
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Fly    to  His  arms,  why  lon-ger  wait?  To-mor 
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may   be  too  late. 
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No.  236. 


Sweet  Will  of  God. 


C.  H,  I!.  COPYRIGHT,  1900,  BY  H.  L.  GILMOUR.     U8EC 

Duet,     Withfeeling. 


Mrs.  C.  tf .  Morris. 


1.  My  stub -born   will 

2.  I'm  tired     of     sin, 

3.  Thy  pre  -  cious  will, 

4.  Shut    in     with  Thee, 
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at     last     hath  yield  -  ed;  I     would   be 

foot  -  sore  and   wea  -  ry,  The  dark  -  some 

0      con-qu'ring  Sav  -  iour,  Doth  now     em- 

0     Lord,  for  -  ev  -  er,  My    way  -  ward 
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Thine,  and  Thine  a    -    lone;  And  this   the      pray'r  my  lips   are 

path    hath  drear  -  y     grown,  But  now   a        light  has  ris'n  to 

brace    and  com  -  pass    me;  All  dis  -  cords     hushed  my  peace  a 

feet      no  idom  to     roam;  What  pow'r  from  Thee  my  soul  can 


brmg-ing, Lord, let  in     me  Thy    will  be  done 

cheer  me;  I    find  in  Thee  my  Star,  my  Sun.      Sweet  will    of  God,still 

riv  •  er,   My  soul,   a  pris-on'd  bird,  set  free. 

sav  -  Btt  The  cen  -  tre    of  God's  will    my  home. 
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fold     me  clos-er,  Till     I     am     whol-ly     lost     in  Thee;  Sweet  will  of 


m 


s 


ra: 


t~\ 


sm 


ipps§p^§ 


BBS 


God,  still    fold  me   clos-er,  Till    I     am    whol  -  ly      lost  in   Thee. 
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No.  237.  Ye  Must  Be  Born  Again. 


W.  T  Sleeper 


COPYUGHT,   1805,  BY  GEO.  C.  8TEBBINS.       RENEWAL. 


Geo.  C.  Stebbios. 


1.  A    nil-  er  once  came    to   Je  -  sus  by  night,   To     ask  Him  the  way  of 

2.  Ye  chil-dren  of  men,   at -tend  to  the  word   So       sol-emn-ly  ut-tered 

3.  Oh,  ye  who  would  en  ter  that  glo-ri-ous  rest,  And  sing  with  the  ransomed 

4.  A  dear  one  in  heaven  thy  heart  yearns  to  see,  At  the  beau-ti-ful  gate  may 
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sal  -  va-tion  and  light;  The  Mas-ter  made  an-swer  in  words  true  and  plain, 
by    Je  -  sus,  the  Lord,  And  let  not  this  mes-sage  to  you   be     in  vain, 
the  song  of   the  blest;  The  life  ev  -  er  -  last-ing    if     ye  would  ob-  tain, 
be  watch-ing  for  thee;  Then  list   to  the  note  of  this  sol-emn    re-frain, 
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"Ye   must     be  bora     a  -  gain.'*  a-gain.      "Ye    must    be     bora    a- 
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gain,"        "Ye  must     be     bora  a  -  gain,"  I      ver  -  i-   ly, 

a  -  gain,  a-jjain, 
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ver-i-ly,     say    un  -  to  thee,  "Ye  must   be  born      a-gain.' '  a-gain. 
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No.  238.  No  Hope  in  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT,  1005,  BY  MARY  RUNYON  LOWRY.      RENEWAL. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION 


Rev.  W.  O.  Cushing. 


Rev.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Oh, 

to  have 

no  Christ, 

no  Sav  -  ior! 

No 

Rock, 

no    Ref  - 

uge 

nigh! 

2.  Oh, 

to  have 

no  Christ, 

no  Sav -ior, 

How 

lone 

-  ly    life 

must 

bel 

3.  Oh, 

to  have 

no  Christ, 

no  Sav -ior, 

No 

hand 

to  clasp  thine 

own! 

4.  Now 

,  we  pray 

;hee,  come 

to    Je  -  sus, 

His 
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'ning  love 
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When  the  dark  days  round  thee  gath-er,  When  the  storms  sweep  o'er  the  sky! 
Like  a  sail  -  or,  lost  and  driv-en,  On  a  wide  and  shore -less  sea. 
Thro' the  dark,  dark  vale  of  shad-ows,Thou  must  press  thy  way  a  -  lone. 
For     the  Sav -ior    now    is    call-ing,  And  He  bids  thee  turn  and  live. 
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Oh,    to  have  no   hope    in    Je  -  sus!    No  Friend,  no  Light   in   Je  -  sus! 
4.  v.  Come  to    Je  -  sus,   He    will  save  you,   He      is     the  Friend  of  sin  -  ners; 
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Oh,     to  have  no    hope    in    Je  -  sus,   How  dark  this  world  must  be! 
Then,when  thou  hast  found  the  Sav  -  ior,   How  bright  this  world  will   be! 
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Galling  the  Prodigal. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  God      ia  call-ing  the  prod-i-gal, come  without  de-lay,   Hear,0  hear  Him  calling, 

2.  Pa  -  tient,lov-ing  and  ten-der-ly  still  the  Fa-ther  pleads,  Kear,0  hear  Him  calling, 

3 .  Come.there's  bread  in  the  house  of  thy  Father,and  to  spare,Hear  ,0  hear  Him  calling, 
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call-ing  now  for  thee;  Tho'  you've  wandered  so  far  from  His  presence, come  to-day 
call-ing  now  for  thee;  Oh!  re-turn  while  the  Spir-it  in  mer  -  cy  in  -  ter-cedes, 
call-ing  now  for  thee;      Lol  the  ta-ble  is  spread  and  the  feast  is  wait-ing  there, 

for  thee; 
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Hear  His  loving  voice  calling  still Call    -    -    ing  now  for  thee,  .... 

calling  still.      Calling  now  for  thee,  Calling  now  for  thee. 
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0      wear    -        -    y  prod-i-gal,  come; 
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Wear-y  prod-i-gal, come, 
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Call    -    -    ing  now  for 

wear-y  prod-i-gal,come;    Calling  now  for  thee, 
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thee,  

Calling  now  for  thee, 


0      wear      -  y  prod-i-gal, come 
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Wear-y  prod-i-gal,come, 


wear-y  prod-i-gal, come. 
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"Almost  Persuaded." 
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1.  "Al-most  per-suad  -  ed"  now    to     be  -  lieve;    "Al -most per -suad-ed" 

2.  "Al-most  per -suad-ed,"  come,  come  to  -day;     "Al- most  per -suad-ed," 

3.  "Al-most  per-suad  -  ed,"  har  -  vest    is      pastl    "Al  -  mostper-suad  -  ed," 
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last!     "Al  -  most"  can- 
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to  say,  "Go,  Spir-it, 
you  here,  An  -  gels  are 
a -vail;    "Al-most"  is 
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Some  mou  con  -  ven  -  ient  day 
Prayers  rise  from  heart  so  dear, 
Sad,    sad,  that  bit  -  ter  wail- 


go  Thy  way, 
lin-g'ringnear, 
but     to    fail! 


On    Thee  I'll     call." 
0      wan-d'rer,  come. 
"Al  -  most-but  lost!" 
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Look  and  Live. 

COPYRIGHT,   1887,  BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
WORDS  ANP  MUAIC. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


V    V  3 


1.  I've  amessage  from  the  Lord,  Hal-le-lu-jah!  The  message  un-to  you  I'll  give; 

2.  I've  a  message  full   of  love,  Hal-le-lu-jah!  Amessage,  0  my  friend,  for  you; 

3.  Life  is  of-f  ered  un  -  to  you,  Hal-le-lu-jah!  E  -  ter-nal  life  thy  soul  shall  have, 

4.  I     will  tellyouhow  I  came,  Hal-le-lu-jah!  To  Je-suswhen He mademe  whole: 


w^mM^&m. 


mm 


■v—v- 


fffrrvf 


£=E 


v    v   v- 


Look  and  Live, 
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'Tisre-cord-edinllisword,  Hal-Io-la-jah!  It    i3    on-lythatyou  "look  and  live." 
'Tis  a  message  from  above,  Hal-le  -la-  jah!  Je-sussaid  it,  and  I  know  'tis  true. 
If  you'll  on  -  ly  look  to  IIim,IIal-le  -  la  -  jah!  Look  to  Je-sus,  who  a-lone  can  save. 
'T  wasbelievingonllisname,  Hal-le  -  la-  jah!   I       trust-ed,  and  He  saved  my  soul. 
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D.  S.— '  Ti's  recorded  in  His  word,  Hal-le-lu-jalil  It  is  only  that  you  "look  and  live. ' 

D.S. 


Look  and  live,".  .  .  .  my  brother,  live,  Look  to  Je  -  sus  now  and  live; 

"Look  and  live,"  rny  brother,  live,  "Look  and  live," 
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No.  242,     Jesus,  the  Very  Thought  of  Thee 

Edward  Caswall. 

J 1 


P 


lohn  B.  Dykes. 


^ 


-<Q s^l— 


* 


■&- 


1.  Jo  -  sus,  the  ver  -    y  thought  of    Thee  With  sweet-ness  fills    my  breast; 

2.  No  voice  can  sing,    no       heart  can  frame,  Nor      can  the  mem-'ry      find 

3.  0     Hope  of  cv  -  'ry       con  -  tribe  heart!  0         Joy     of  all     the  meek! 

4.  But  what  to  those  who     find?    ah!    this     No    tongue  or  pen    can  show; 
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But  sweet-er 
A     sweet-er 
To  those  who 
The  love    of 


far    Thy  face      to     see, 

sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 

fall,   how  kind  Thou    art! 

Je  -  sus,  what      it       is 
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who  seek! 


None  but  His    loved    ones  know 
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I  Am  Trusting  Lord  in  Thee. 


Win,  McDonald. 
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1.  f      am  corning    to     the  cross; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, 

3.  Here  I    give    my  all     to  Thee, 
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I    am     poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 
Long  has     e    -  vil  reigned  with-in; 
Friends  and  time  and  earth  -  ly  store; 
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Cho.  i    am  iriis^  -  ing,  Lord  in  Thee; 
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Lamb  of   Cal  -  va  -  ry; 
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I  am  count-ing  all  but  dross,  I  shall  full  sal  -  va  -  ticn  find. 
Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to  me,— "I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 
Soul  and  bod  -  y  Thine  to     be,       Wliol  -  ly  Thine  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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Humb-ly     at    Thy  cross    I    bow,      Save    me    Je  -  sus,    save  me  now. 


4  In  Thy  promises  I  trust, 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
1  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

No.  244. 


5  Jesus  comes!  He  fills  my  soul! 
Perfected  in  Him  I  am; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole; 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lambl 
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Why  do  You  Wait? 

COPYRIGHT,   1878,   BY  THE  JOHN  CHURCH  CO. 
USED  B     PER. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Why   do  you  wait,  dear  broth  -  er, 

2.  What  do  you  hope,  dear  broth  -  er, 

3.  Do     you  not  feel,   dear  broth -er, 

4.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  broth  -  er, 


Oh,  why  do  you  tar  -  ry  so    long? 
To  gain  by     a   fur-ther  de  -  lay? 
His  spir  -  it  now  striv  -  ing  with  in? 
The  har-  vest  is  pass  -  ing  a  -  way, 
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Your  Sav  -  ior  is  wait -ing  to  give  you     A  place  in  His  sane  -  ti  -  fied  throng. 
There's  no  one  to  save  you  but  Je  -  sus,  There's  no  oth-  er  way  but  His  way. 

Oh,    why  not  ac  -cept  His  sal  va-  tion,And  throw  off  thy  burd  -  en  of    sin? 
Your  Sav -ior  is  long  -ing  to  bless  you, There's  danger  and  death  in  de  -  lay? 

Is     Is     Is 


Chorus. 


Why  Do  You  Wait? 
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Why   not?   why    not?     Why  not  come  to  Him  now?  now? 
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Tis  For  You  and  Me. 


COPYRIGHT,  1894,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL 


E.  O.  Excel!. 
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1.  There's  a     par  -  don  full     and  sweet,  'Tis  for  you,    'tis    for 

2.  There's  a    help    for    ev  -  'ry   day,    'Tis  for  you,     'tis    for 

3.  There's  a    robe    of    snow  -  y   white   'Tis  for  you,     'tis    for 
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Bless  -  ed  rest  at  Je  -  sus'  feet,  'Tis  for  you  and 
Joy  and  bless  -  ing  by  the  way,  'Tis  for  you  and 
There's  a  home      of    glo  -  ry  bright,    'Tis   for       you     and 


me. 
me. 
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All    for  you,    if  you   be  -  lieye,      If    sal  -  va  -  tion  you'll   re 
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There's  a   wel  -  come,  warm  and  true,     All     for  you,       all    for 
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Softly  and  Tenderly. 

USED  BY  PER.  w  LI  I.  THOMPSON  ESTATE, 
EA8T  LIVERPOOL,  O. 


Will  L.  Thompson. 
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"* .  Soft  -  ly  and  ten-der-ly  Je  -  sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing  for  you  and  for    me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tar-ry  when  Jesus  is  pleading, Pleading  for  you  and  for    me? 

3.  Time  isnowfleeting,themomentsarepassing,Passingfromyou  andfromme; 

4.  Oh!    for  the  wonderful  love  He  has  promised, Promised  for  you  and  for    me; 
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See,  on  the  portals  He's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  lin-ger  and  heed  not  His  mercies,  Mer-cies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gath-er-ing,  death  beds  are  coming,  Coming  for  you  anl  for  me. 
Tho '  we  have  sinned ,  He  has  mercy  and  pardon ,    Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 


come  home,  Ye  who  are  wear-y,  come  home, 

Come  home,  come  home, 
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Ear-nest-ly,ten-der-ly,  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing,  0  sin-ner,come  homel 
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No.  247.      Let  Jesus  Gome  Into  Your  Heart. 


C.  H.  M. 
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5^=*=^: 


E 


-i-  *-  ± 


m 


-z 


mm 


ra 


—%-;    -»-  ♦    ■*-    ^ 

1.  If     you  are  tired   of    the    load  of  your  sin,  Let  Je  -  sue  come 

2.  If      'tis  for    pu  -  ri  -  ty      now  that  you  sigh,  Let  Je  -  sue  come 

3.  If  there's  a    tempest  your  voice  can -not  still,  Let  Je-suscome 

4.  If     you  would  join  the  glad  songs  of    the  blest,  Let  Je-8U3Come 


t    r 


>— w fr=±tzr-E— f— 


9    V 


V     U 


S5 


$=*^s; 


33 


^:f— ft-f-£ 


■*T 


3-:    *-$-  ■* 


in  -  to  your  heart;  If     you  de  -  sire    a    new    life    to     be  -  gin, 

in  -  to  your  heart;  Fountains  for  cleans  ing  are     flowing  nearby, 

in  -  to  your  heart;  If  there's  a    void  this  world   nev  -  er    can  fill, 

in  -  to  your  heart;  If     you  would  en  -  ter    the    mansions  of  rest, 
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Let     Je  -  sus  come  in  -  to   your     heart. 


Just       now,  your 
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doub tings  give  o'er;    Just   now,  re  -  ject  Him  no  more;    Just  now,throw 
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0  -  pen  the  door;     Let      Je 
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sus  come     in  -  to     your     heart. 
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Rev.  J.  B.  Atchlnson. 


Let  Him  In. 
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1.  There's  a  Stran-ger   at    the  door, 
2.0    -    pen  now    to   Him  your  heart, 

3.  Hear   you  now  His   lov-ing  voice? 

4.  Now     aJ-mit  the  heav'n-ly  Guest, 
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Let  the  Sav-ior  in, 


Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in; 


Let  the  Sav-ior  in; 
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He   has  been  there  oft    be  -  fore. 
If     you  wait.  He    will   de-part, 
Now,  oh,  now  make  Him  your  choice, 
He    will  make  for  you    a    feast, 
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Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in; 


Let  the  Sav-ior  in, 


Let  the  Sav-ior  in; 
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Let  Him  in,    ere  He  is    gone,    Let  Him  in,    the  Ho  -  ly     One, 

Let  Him  in,     He  is  your  Friend,  He  your  soul   will  sure    de  -  fend, 

He     is    stand-ing  at  your  door,    Joy   to    you    He  will     re  -  store, 

He    will  speak  your  sins  for -giv'n,  And  when  earth-ties  all     are    riv'n, 

^     f      f       A  JL  i.       ^2..        t                 #.  *-^-. 


t=: 


ty-£-s- 


£  w  fr 


1 — r 


-6J-5- 


I    I    I 


PPpfeii 


Si 


II 


75h 


Je-sus  Christ,  the  Fa-ther's  Son, 
He  will  keep  you  to  the  end, 
And  His  name  you  will  a  -  dore, 
He  will  take  you  home  to  heav'n, 
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Let 
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Let  the  Sav-ior  in, 
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Him  in. 

Let  the  Sav-ior  in 
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No.  249. 


All  for  Jesus. 


Rev;  J,  B.  Atchison.        copyright,  1889,  by  e.  o.  excbu. 
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3=* 


f 


be-longs  to 
be-longs  to 
be-longs  to 
be-longs  to 


Him; 
Him; 
Him; 
Him; 


If 


;*4* 


^— #-  *1  »  »  f  — 1  >    »    »■ 


r 


£E 


itS 


S 


be-longs  to 
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my  heart  I 
my  voice  I 
my  love  I 
my  life    I 


give 
give 
give 
give 


to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 
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Him; 
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Ev  -  er-more  to  be  His  dwell-ing,  Ev 
Pleading  for  the  young  and  hoar  -  y,  Tell 
Lov  -  ing  Him  for  love  un  -  ceas-ing,  For 
Hour  by  hour  I'll    live  for,  Je  -  sus,  Day 


er-more  His  prais-es  swell- ing, 
ing  of  His  pow'r  and  glo  -  ry, 
Hismer-cy  e'er  in  -  creas-ing, 
by  day    I'll  work  for     Je  -  sus. 
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Ev  -  tr- more  His  good -ness  tell -ing, 
Sing  -  ing  o'er  and  o'er  the  sto  -  ry, 
For  His  watch-care  nev  -  er  ceas-ing, 
Ev   -  er-more  I'll     hon  -  or   Je  -  sus. 
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Him. 
Him. 
Him. 
Him. 
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Reconciled. 


COPYRIGHT,  1814,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  To    rec  -  on  -  cile     the  world  God  gave 

2.  Am-bas  -  sa  -  dors    for  Christ   we  now 

3.  The  gift  that  com  -  eth  from      a  venge 

4.  Re-joicethat    we     are  now     the  heirs 


His  Son  To  bear  the 
pro-claim  Sal  -  va  -  tion 
ful  heart,  Tho*  laid  up- 
of    God,  Re-deemed  and 
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sor-rows    of  Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne,  To    feel  the  scourge  and  wear  the 

un  -  to      all  who  will   be  -  lieve;  Re -turn  to    God!    0      be     ye 

on      the     al-tar,    is     in     vain;  Go,  seek  thy  broth  -  er— be     at 

rec  -  on  -  ciled  by    love  and  grace;  Sing  prais-es!    laud    and  bless  His 
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crown    of  thorns,  And  die  up  -  on     the    cross  of    Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
rec    -    on  -  ciled,  And  by  His  death    e    -   ter  -  nal  life    re  -  ceive. 
peace  with  him,   Andglo-ri  -  fy      the    King  for    sin-ners    slain, 
ho    -    ly  name,  Un  -  til  we  meet   and  praise  Him  face  to      face. 
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0  be  ye  rec-on-ciled,   be  ye  rec-on-ciled,  Washed  in  the  cleans-ing  blood! 
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Reconciled. 
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Be  ye  rec-on-ciled,  be  ye  rec-on-ciled,  0  be  ye  rec-on-ciled  to     God! 
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The  Offering. 

COPYRIGHT,  1909.  BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 

WOR08  AND  MUSIC. 
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1.  Lord,  take    my    all,—  The     gift     is  small  For  Thee,  for  Thee; 

2.  Dare      I      re  -  fuse     My      life     to    use  For  Thee,  for  Thee, 

3.  Would    I     had  more,  Earth's  rich  -est  store,  For  Thee,  for  Thee; 

4.  By      grace    di-vine,    Seal    what    is  mine  For  Thee,  for  Thee, 

5.  Lord,  here  am     I,       To      live     or   die  For  Thee,  Jor  Thee; 
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What  hast 

Thou  done, 

0    bless 

-  ed    One,     For     me, 

for    me! 

Who  shed 

Thy  blood, 

A  cleans 

-  ing  flood,    For     me, 

for    me? 

Thy    love 

has    met 

A  bound 

•  less  debt,     For     me, 

for    me; 

Who   suf  - 

fered  loss, 

And  bore 

the  cross,    For     me, 

for    me; 

Thy    sac  - 

ri  -  fice 

Has  paid 

the  price     For    me, 

for    me; 
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for  me! 

for  me? 

for  me. 

for  me. 

for  me. 


m 


t=t 


What  hast  Thou  done,    0     bless 
Who  shed    Thy  blood,    A    cleans 
Thy    love    has    met      A    bound 
Who   suf  -  iered  loss,  And   bore 
Thy    sac    -  ri  -  fice    Has    paid 
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ing  flood,  For  me, 

less  debt,  For  me, 

the  cross,  For  me, 

the  price  For  me, 
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I  am  Thine,  0  Lord. 


COPYRIGHT,  1803,  BYW.  H.  DOANE. 
USED  BY  PERM18SI0N. 


W.H.Doane, 
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1.  I    am  Thine,0  Lord,I  have  heard  Thy  voice,And  it  told  Thy  love  to  me; 

2.  Con-se-crate  me  now  to  Thy  service, Lord, By  the  pow?rof  grace  di-vine; 
3.0      the  pure  de-light  of    a  sin  -  gle  hour  That  before  Thy  throne  I  spend, 
4.  There  are  depths  of  love  that  I  cannot  know  Till  I  cross  the  nar  -  row  sea, 
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But    I  long   to  rise    in  the  arms  of  faith,  And  be  clos  -  er  drawn  to  Thee. 
Let  my  soul  look  up  with  a  steadfast  hope,  And  my  will  be  lost  in  Thine. 
When  I  kneel  in  pray'r,and  with  Thee  my  God, I  commune  as  friend  with  friend 
There  are  heights  of  joy  that  I  may  not  reach  Till  I    rest  in  peace  with  Thee. 
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Refrain. 
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Draw  we  near  -   er,    near-er,bless-ed  Lord, To  the  cross  where  Thou  hast  died; 

near-er,  near-er, 
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Draw  me  near-er,near-er,near-er,bless-ed  Lord, To  Thy  precious,bleeding  side. 
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No.  253. 


All  Thine  Own. 


COPYRIGKT-  1914,  BY  W.  ELMER  BAILEY. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  The   gift    is  small  I  bring  to  Thee,  My   lit  -  tie    all    on  bend-ed  knee; 

2.  My  soul's  great  need  Thy  love  has  met;  Thy  blood  has  can-celed  all  my  debt; 

3.  My     lim  -  i  -  ta-tions  I    con-fess;  Take  ev-  'ry  pow  -  er    I     pos-sess; 

4.  Had    5      s  thou-sandh«artstogive,  Had   I      a  thou-sand  lives  to  live, 
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For  time  and  for     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,  All  Thine  own,  all  Thine 

In     safe  -  ty  keep,  lest    I     for -get,  All  Thine  own,  all  Thine 

My    tal  -  ents  mul  -  ti  -  ply  and  bless,  All  Thine  own,  all  Thine 

The  best    of    all  Thou  shouldst  receive,  All  Thine  own,  all  Thine 
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Chorus. 


Cleanse  Thou  the  tern  -  pie  of    my  heart,  To    be  Thy  dwell-ing  set 
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Where  Thou  shalt  reign  su-preme,  a -lone,     All  Thine  own,      all  Thine  own. 
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No.  254. 


C.  M.  D. 


Entire  Gonsecration. 

COPYRIGHT,  1900,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Chas.  M.  Davis. 
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1.  My   life  Ihavegiv-en  to  Thee,  dear  Lord, 'T  is  all    I  have   to 

2.  My  heart  Ihavegiv-en  to  Thee,  dear  Lord,  Its  love  so  pure  and 

3.  My  soul  Ihavegiv-en  to  Thee,  dear  Lord,  The  purchase  of    Thy 

4.  My   all  Ihavegiv-en  to  Thee,  dear  Lord,  I  wait  and  hum- bly 


give; 
true; 
blood; 
bow; 
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A      liv  -  ing    sac  -  ri  -  fice    for    Thee,  The  while   I  have  to  live. 

I'll  not   with -hold  Thine  own  from  Thee,  Now  take  and  make  it  new. 

0  wash     it     now  from  ev  -  'ry    stain  With-in     the  crim-son  flood. 

1  will     not    let    Thee  go      a  -  way   Ex  -  cept  Thou  bless  me  now. 
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Refrain. 
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I  have  giv'n  to  Thee,  dear  Lord,!  long  to  live  on-ly  for 


My  life 


Thee; 
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Yes,    all  that  I     have  is  Thine,  dear  Lord,  It  nev-er    be-longedto    me. 
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No.  255.     Make  Me  a  Channel  of  Blessing. 


H.    G.    S.  COPYRIGHT,  1903,  BY  H.  G-  8MYTH. 


CWNED  BY  R    A.  TORREY. 


tf.  G.  Smyth. 
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1.  Is  your  life  a  chan-nel    of  bless  -  ing?    Is    the  love     of  God 

2.  Is  your  life  a  chan-nel    of  bless  -  ing?  Are  you  bur  -  dened  f or 

3.  Is  your  life  a  chan-nel    of  bless  -  ing?    Is      it     dai      -      ly 

4.  We  can  not  be  chan-nels  of  bless  -  ing      If     our  lives    are  not 
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flow -ing  thro' you?    Are  you  tell  -  ing  the  lost    of   the    Sav  -  ior?  Are  you 
those  that  are  lost?  Have  you  urged  up -on  those  who  are  stray -ing,   The 
tell  -  ing    for  Him?  Have  you  spo  -  ken  the  word  of    sal  -  va  -  tion  To 
free  from   all   sin;      We  will  bar  -  ri  -  ers    be    and   a    hin  -  drance  To 
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read  -  y  His  serv-ice  to    do? 

Sav -ior  who  died  on  the  cross?      Make  me  a  chan-nel  ofbless-ing  to-day, 

those  who  are  dy  -  ing  in    sin? 

those  we  are  try -ing  to  win. 


Make  me     a  chan-nel     of  bless  -ing,    I   pray;  My   life   pos-sess-ing, 
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No.  256.  Even  Me,  Even  Me. 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Codner. 

-4—1 — , 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


^2 


-ffl- 


«t 


q=* 


s> — Jt 


■Or 


T5^T- 


1.  Lord,  I  hear   of  show'rs  of  bless  -  ing  Thou  art  scat-t'ring  full  and  free; 

2.  Pass  me  not,    0   God,  my   Fa-ther,  Sin-ful  tho'  my  heart  may  be; 

3.  Pass  me  not,    0    gra  -  cious  Sav  -  ior,  Let   me  live   and  cling   to  Thee; 

4.  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless,  Blood  of  Christ,  so    rich  and  free, 
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Show'rs,  the  thirst-y  land    re  -  fresh-ing;    Let  some  drops  now  fall  on  me; 

Thou  mightst  leave  me,  but  the  rath-er     Let   Thy  mer- cy  light  on  me; 

1  am  long -ing    for  Thy    fa  -  vor;  Whilst  Thou'rt  calling,  0  call  me; 

Grace   of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless,  Mag  -  ni  -  fy  them  all  in  me; 
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Let   some  drops  now 
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R.  B.  Hudson. 


I'll  Live  For  Him. 

COPYRIGHT,  1882,  BY  R.   E.   HUD80N, 
U8ED  BY   PER.   OF  MRS.    MARY  HUDSON. 


C.  R.  Dunbar, 
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1.  My  life,  my  love, 

2.  I      now  be-lieve 

3.  0   Thou  who  died 


I     give  to  Thee,Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  forme; 
Thou  dost  re-ceive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that    I  might  live; 
on     Cal  -  va  -  ry,    To  save  my  soul   and  make  me  free; 
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wAo  died  for  me,  How  hap  -  vy  then  my  life  shall  be. 


Cuo.-ril  live  for  Him 


I'll  Live  for  Him. 
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0  may    I  ev  -  er    faith  -  f  ul  be,     My    Sav  -  ior    and    my  God! 
And  now  henceforth  I'll    trust  in  Thee,  My    Sav -ior    and    my  Godl 

1  con  -  se  crate  my     life    to   Thee,  My    Sav -ior    and    my  God! 
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Til    live  for  Him  who  died     for  me,    My    Sav  -  ior  and     my   God! 


No.  258. 


My  Body,  Soul,  and  Spirit. 


Mrs.  Mary  D.  James. 


BY   PER.   OF  MRS.   JOS.    F.    KNAPP. 


Mrs.  Jos,  P.  Knapp. 
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1.  My  bod  -  y,  soul,  and  spir  -  it,    Je  -  sus,    I  give    to     thee,  A  con  -  se- 

2.  0    Je  -  sus,  mighty  Sav  -  ior,     I   trust  in  Thy  great  name,  I  look  for 

3.  Oh,  let  the  fire,  de  scend-ing  Just  now   up -on    my   soul,  Consume  my 

4.  I'm  Thine,  Obless-ed  Je  -  sus,  Wash'dby  Thypre-cious  blood,Nowsealme 
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Refrain. 


crat-ed   of -f  ring, Thine  ev  er  more  to   be. 

Thy  sal-va- tion,  Thy  promise  now  I  claim.  Myall     is  on  the  al- tar,  I'm 

humble  off  ring  And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole. 

by  Thy  Spir- it,   Asac-ri-fice  to  God. 
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wait-ingfor  the  fire;     Waiting,  waiting,  waiting,  I'm  waiting  for  the  fire. 
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No.  259. 


The  Way  of  the  Gross. 


E,  W,  Blandly. 


Arranged. 


2.  1 11  go    with  Him  thro'  the  gar  -  den,    111  go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar  -  den, 
thro'  the  judg-ment,  I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  ]udg  ment, 


3.  I'll  go  with  Him 

1.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  "glo~-ry, 


tetuiHH 


He  will  give,  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry, 


34 


B.C. -Where  He  leads  me  I   will  fol-low, 
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Where  He  leads  me  I 
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will  fol  -  low, 
D.C. 
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He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,     And  go  with  me,  with  me  all  the  way. 
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I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 


Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low 

No.  260.        Take  My  Life  and  Let  It  Be 
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1.  Take  my  life  and  let  it   be     Con-se  -  crat-ed,Lord,  to  Thee;  Take  my  hands,and 

2.  Take  my  feet  and  let  them  be  Swift  and  beau-ti  -  ful  for  Thee;  Take  my  voice,  and 

3.  Take  my  lips  and  let  them  be  Fill'dwith  mes-sag-es    for  Thee;  Take  my    sil-ver 

4.  Take  my  moments  and  my  days,  Let  them  flow  in  end-less  praise  ;Take  my     in  -  tel- 


let  them  move 
let  me  sing, 
and  my  gold, 
lect  and  use 
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At  the    im-pulse  of  Thy  love,    At  the    im-pulse  of  Thy  love. 
Always,  on  -  ly    for  my  King,    Al-ways  on  -  ly    for  my  King. 
Not  a   mite  would  I   with-hold,    Not  a   mite  would  I  with-hold. 
Ev-'rypow'r  as  Thou  shalt  choose,  Ev-'rypow'r  asThoushalt  choose. 
a.       -  M.    A.  ♦     . 
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6  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine, 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  ray  heart,  it  is  Thine  own, 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 


6  Take  my  love,  my  God,  T  pour 

At  Thy  feet  its  treasured  store; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee. 
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His  Way  With  Thee. 


C.  S.  N. 
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1 .  Would  you  live  for  Je  -  sus  and  be     always  pure  and  good ?  Would  you  walk  with 

2.  Would  you  have  Him  make  you  free , and  follow  at   His  call ?  Would  you  know  the 

3.  Would  you  in  His  kingdom  find  a  place  of  constant  rest?  Would  you  prove  Him 
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Him  with  -  in  the  nar  -  row  road?Would  you  have  Him  bear  your  bur-den, 
peace  that  comes  by  giv  -  ing  all?  Would  you  have  Him  save  you,  so  that 
true    each  prov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  test?  Would  you    in     His  serv  -  ice    la  -  bor 
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Chorus. 

-U-4. 


■^4* 


£ 


i 


car  -  ry  all  your  load?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee. 

you  need  nev  -  er  fall?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee.  His  pow'r  can  make  you 

al  -  ways  at  your  best?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee. 


what  you  ought  to  be;  His  blood  can  cleanse  your  heart  and  make  you  free;  His  love  can 
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fill   your  soul,  and  yon  will  see  'Twasbest  for  Him  to  have  His  way  with  thee. 
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No.  262.   I'll  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go. 


Mary  Brown. 
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copyright,  1804,  by  c.  e.  rounsefell.   useo  by  per.  Carrie  E.  Rounsefell. 

in     n     w  i 


•fr— Er 


fc=ta± 


m 


m 


*— ?v 


IE83E 


i=t 


i-i 


-0 — - — I- 

-» — i r 


•— *- 


1.  It      may  not  be  on  the  mountain's  height,  Or   o-  ver  the  storm-y     sea; 

2.  Per -haps  to -day  there  are  lov- ing  words  Which  Je-sus  would  have  me  speak; 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  low  -  ly  place   In  earth's  harvest-fields  so    wide, 
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It       may  not  be     at  the    bat-tie's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of      me; 

There  may   be  now,  in  the  paths  of  sin,  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek. 

Where  I     may  la -bor  thro 'life's  short  day  For  Je-sus,  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied. 
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But    if     by     a     still,  small  voice  He  calls  To  paths    I     do     not  know, 

0     Sav-ior,    if     Thou  wilt  be  my  Guide,  Tho' dark  and  rug-ged  way, 

So,  trust- ing  my    all     un  -  to    Thy  care,  I  know  Thou  lov  -  est  me! 
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I'llanswer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech  -  o  the  message  sweet,  I '11  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll    do     Thy  will  with  a    heart  sin-cere,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to    be. 
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D.  S.-PM  my  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
n     Refrain.  v     .  I).  S. 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dearLord,0'ermountain,orplain,  or     sea; 
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No.  263. 
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It  Was  for  This  He  Died 


COPYRIGHT,  1909,  BY  MAY  WHITTLE  MOODY. 
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1.  0  wan-d'ring  one,  why  Ion  -  ger  roam,  And  seek  from  God  to    hide? 

2.  0  prod-  i  -  gal,    re -turn     to-day!  Thou  wilt  not    be    de-niedl 

3.  0  tempt- ed  child,  He  sees    and  hears  When  thou  art  sore-ly   tried, 

4.  0  wear  -  y  heart,  the  morn- ing  breaks  For  which  thou  long  hast  sighed; 
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Thy  Sav-ior  waits  to 
He     nev  -  er   casts  His 
And    as  thine  Ad  -  vo  - 
The  King  de-scends!  His 
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lead  thee  Home,  It  was  for  this  He  died, 

own     a -way— It  was  for  this  He  died, 

cate    ap- pears— It  was  for  this  He  died, 

throne  He  takes!  It  was  for  this  He  died. 
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Thy  scar -let  sins  like  snow  shall  be,  Thro' Christ,  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied; 
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Be -hold  the  cross  of 
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Cal-va-ry!     It    was    for    this    Ho    died. 


1 


No.  264.       Savior,  Wash  Me  in  the  Blood. 


William  Cowper. 


COPYRIGHT,  1887,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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-     f  There   is        a    lount  -  ain  filled  with  blood  Drawn  from     Im-man-uel's  veins,  1 
*   (.And     sin  -  ners  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood  Lose      all     their  guilt  -  y  stains,  j 
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Sav-ior,      wash me  in  the  blood,  Sav-ior,  wash me 

Sav-ior,  wash  me  in  the  blood,  in  the  bbood,the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  Savior,  wash  me  in  the  blood, 
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in    the  blood;  0 

in     the  blood,  the  blood  of  the  Lamb;  0 
.     3 


And    I    shall  be  whit-er  than  the  snow. 


I 


Mjl. 


M 0- 


trrtifmn 


*S 


^rfgg-p-r  r*& 


F 


2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he. 
Washed  all  my  sins  away.      ' 

8  Thou  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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There  is  a  Fountain. 
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here  is        a  f ount-ain     filled  with  blood.Drawn  from    Im  -  man-'uel's  veins, 
And    sin  -  ners  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood, 
D.  C— And    sin  -  ners  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood, 
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No.  266. 


W.  Cowper. 


Glorious  Fountain. 


T.  C.  O'Kani. 
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j  There  is      a  fount-ain  filled  with    blood,     filled  with  blood,     filled  with  blood, 
t  And    sin-ners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,   beneath  that  flood,  be-neath  that  flood, 
j  The     dy-ing  thief  re-joiced    to     see,  re-joiced    to  sae,    re-joiced  to     see, 
2#  \  And  there  may  I,    tho'  vile    as     he,  tho'  vile     as  he,  tho'  vile    as    he, 
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There   is      a    fount-ain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Im-man  -  uel's    veins;  1 

And     sin  -  ners  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood,  Lose    all  their  guilt  -  y      stains.  / 

The    dy  -  ing  thief  re-joiced      to    see     That   fountain  in       his     day;  1 

And  there  may  I,   tho'    vile     as     he,    Wash  all     my  sins     a  -  way.  J 
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Oh,    glo  -  ri  -  ous  f ount-ainl     Here  will    I     stay, 
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And    in    thee  ev  -  er 
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Wash  my      sins     a  -  wayT" 
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3  Thou  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  naver  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


There  is  a  Fountain, 

"Fine. 


Lose    all  their  guilty  stains;  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains; 
Lose    all  their  guilty  stains.  ^_^ 
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Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home. 

COPYRIGHT,  1892,  BY  WM,  J.    KIRKPATRICK. 
USED  BY  PER. 
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1.  I've  wan-dered   far      a  -   way    from  God,  Now  I'm  com-ing      home; 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed   ma  -  ny      pre  -  cious  years,  Now  I'm  com-ing     home; 
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The  paths    of   sin      too    long     I've  trod,    Lord,  I'm  com-ing      home. 
I      now     re  *  pent  with  bit   -    ter   tears,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing      home. 
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D.  S. —  0  -   pen   wide  Thine  arms   of    love,     Lord,    Tm    coming    home, 
Chorus. 
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Com  -  ing  home,   com  -  ing  home,    Nev  -  er     more    to       roam; 
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3  I'm  tired  of  sin  and  straying,  Lord, 

Now  I'm  coming  home; 
I'll  trust  Thy  love,  believe  Thy  word, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

4  My  soul  is  sick,  my  heart  is  sore, 

Now  I'm  coming  home; 
My  strength  renew,  my  hope  restore, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


5  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 

Now  I'm  coming  home; 
That  Jesus  died,  and  died  for  me, 
Lord,  I'm  coining  home. 

6  I  need  His  cleansing  blood,  I  know, 

Now  I  m  coming  home; 
Oh,  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow, 
Lord.  I'm  coming  home. 


No.  268. 


I  Believe  Jesus  Saves. 


Tune:    Sweet  Bye 

1  I  am  coming  to  Jesus  for  rest, 
Pest,  such  as  the  purified  know; 

My  soul  is  athirst  to  be  blest, 
To  be  washed  and  made  whiter  than  snow. 
Chorus. 

I  believe  Jesus  saves, 
And  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow. 

1  believe  Jesus  saves, 

And  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow. 

2  In  coming,  my  sin  I  deplore, 
My  weakness  and  poverty  show; 

I  long  to  be  saved  evermore. 
To  be  washed  and  made  whiter  than  snow 


and  Bye.  No.  316. 

3  To  Jesus,  I  give  up  my  all, 
Every  treasure  and  Idol  I  know; 

For  His  fullness  of  blessing  I  call, 
Till  His  blood  washes  whiter  than  snow.) 

4  I  am  trusting  in  Jesus  alone, 
Trusting  now  His  salvation  to  know; 

And  His  blood  doth  so  fully  atone, 
I  am  washed  and  make  whiter  than  snow. 

5  My  heart  is  in  raptures  of  love, 
Love  such  as  the  ransomed  ones  know; 

I  am  strengthened  with  might  from  above 
"  am  washed  and  made  whiter  than  snow. 

Rflv.  Wm.  McDonald.  Sen. 


No.  *>9. 


Wr...  Hunter. 


The  Great  Physician. 

USED  BY  PER.  OF  J,  J.  HOOD. 
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,     j  The  great  Phy  -  si  -  cian  now  is     near,  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz  -  ing  Je  -  sus, ) 

|  He  speaks  the  droop  ing  heart  to  cheer,  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of   Je  -  sus.  j 

o    /Your  ma  -  ny  sins  are    all     for-giv'n.  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of   Je-sus,) 

*    {  Go     on  your  way  in  peace  to  heav'n  And  wear' a  crown  with  Je-sus.  I 
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D.  S.— Sweet- est  car  -  ol     ev  -   er    sung,    *1    Je  -  sus  bless  -  ed    je  -  sus. 
Refrain. 
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Sweet  -  est  note  in  ser  -  aph  song,   Sweet  -  est  name  on  mor  -  tal  tongue; 
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3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb! 
1  now  believe  in  Jesus; 
I  love  the  blessed  Savior's  name, 
1  love  the  name  of  Jesus. 


\  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear 
No  other  name  but  Jesus; 
Oh!  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. 


No.  270. 


I  Do  Believe. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 


(BELIEVE.) 


Unknown. 


Father,  I  stretch  my  hand  to  Thee,  No  oth-er  help  I  know;  If  Thou  withdraw  Thy- 
What  did  Thine  only  Son  en-dure  Be  -  fore  I  drew  my  breath;  What  pain,what  la-bor 
0     Je-sus,could  I  this  be-lieve  I  now  should  feel  Thy  pow'r;  And  all  my  wants  Thou 
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Cho. — J    do  be-lieve,  I  now  believe,  That  Je-sus  died  for  me!  And  thro*  His  blood, Hu 
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self  from  me,  Ah,  whither  shall   I 
to      se-cure    My  soul  from  end  -  less 
wouldst  relievejn    this  ac-cept  -  ed 
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go? 
death! 
hour. 
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vrecious  blood,  1    am  from  sin  set     free. 


4  Author  of  faith,  to  Thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes; 
0  let  me  now  receive  that  gift; 
My  soul  without  it  dies. 

5  Surely  Thou  canst  not  let  me  die; 

Oh,  speak,  and  I  shall  live, 

And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie, 

Till  Thou  Thy  Spirit  give. 

6  How  would  my  fainting  soul  rejoice, 

Could  I  but  see  Thy  face; 
Now  let  me  hear  Thy  quick'ning  voice. 
And  taste  Thy  pard'ning  grace. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby, 


Pass  Me  Not. 
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1.  Pass    me    not,     0  gen  -  tie    Sav  -  ior, 

2.  Let     me,  at    Thy  throne  of  mer  -  cy 

3.  Trust  -  ing  on  -  ly     in    Thy  mer  -  its, 

4.  Thou,  the  spring  of    all    my    com  -  fort, 
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Hear  my  hum  -  ble  cry; 
Find     a    sweet  re  -  lief; 
Would  I    seek    Thy  face; 
More  than  life     to    me— 
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Fine. 
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While     on    oth  -  ers  Thou    art  smil  -  ing, 
Kneel  -  ing    there  in    deep     con  -  tri  -  tion, 
Heal     my    wound  ed,  bro  -  ken     spir  -  it, 
Whom  have     I     on    earth    be -side  Thee? 


3tr 

Do     not  pass  me  by. 
Help  my  un  -  be  -  lief. 
Save  me  by     Thy  grace. 
Whom  in  heav'n  but  Thee? 
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D.  S.-fP&ifo    ora    oth  -  ers  Thou   art     call  -  ing,        Do    not  pass  me    by. 

Refrain.  D.  S. 
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Sav    -    ior,  Sav 


ior,       Hear   my   hum  -  ble       cry; 
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INo.  272.     There  are  Angels  Hovering  Round 
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1.  There  are  an  -  gels     hov-'ring  round,   There  are    an  -  gels       hov'ring 
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2  To  carry  the  tidings  home. 

3  To  the  New  Jerusalem. 

4  Poor  sinners  are  coming  home. 


5  And  Jesus  bids  them  come. 

6  Let  him  that  heareth  come. 

7  We're  on  our  journey  home. 


No.  273. 

Charlotte  Elliott. 


Just  as  I  Am. 


Wm.  Bradbury. 


SEES 


1.  Just  as  I    am!    with-out     one  plea,   But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

2.  Just  as  I    am!    and  wait  -  ing    not    To     rid    my  soul   of  one  dark  blot, 

3.  Just   as   I    am!    tho'  toss'd  a-bout  With    many   a    con  -  flict,  many  a  doubt. 
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And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God! 
To  Thee.whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot  0  Lamb  of  God! 
Fight-ing  and  fears    with-in,    with-out,    0  Lamb  of  God! 


I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
I  come!   I 


come! 
come! 
come! 
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4  Just  as  I  am!  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Tea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  find, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 


5  Just  as  I  am!  Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve: 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 


No.  274.    Must  Jesus  Bear  the  Gross  Alone? 


Thos.  Shepherd. 


Geo.  N.  Allen. 
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1.  Must      Je  -  sus  bear  the  cross    a  -  lone,  And    all     the  world  go  free? 

2.  The       con  -  se  -  crat  -  ed  cross    I'll  bear   Till  death  shall  set    me  free, 

3.  Up    -   on      the  crys  -  tal  pave-ment,  down  At     Je  -  sus'  pierc  -  ed  feet, 
4.0          pre  -  cious  cross!  0    glo -rious  crown!  0      res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  day! 
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there's  a  cross    for    ev  -  'ry  one,    And  there's  a  cross  for    me! 
And      then     go  home  my  crown  to  wear,  For  there's  a  crown  lor    me! 
With       joy     I'll  cast     my   gold  -  en  crown,  And     His  dear  name  re  -  peat. 
Ye  an  ••  gels  from  the  stars  come  down,  And    bear  my    soul    a    -  way! 
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No.  275. 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


London  Hymn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 


fea^^fff^i#^# 


My      Je  -  sus,  I     love    Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine; 

re  -  sign; 
2   j  I        love  Thee,  be  -  cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed     me, 
■  |  And   purchased  my  par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry's  tree; 
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I   love  Thee  for  wear- 
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er,  my    Sav  -  ior  art   Thou;    If    ev  -  er    I     loved  lhee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
ingthe  thorns  on  Thy  brow;     If    ev  -  er    I     loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 

K 


'  .       '  '        '.."  ...     '  T    1  r 


3  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight 
I'll  ever  adore  Thee  in  heaven  so  bright; 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  Tnee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 


No.  276. 

ChORUSES. 


Oh,  the  Blood  of  Jesus. 
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First  Chorus 

Oh,    the  blood  of    Je 
Second  Chorus 
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Oh,  the  blood  of      Je       -       -       sus, 
By    and  by  we're  going  to  see  the  King,    By    and  by  we're  going  to  see  the  King, 
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Oh,    the  blood  Of       Je 
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sus,      It    wash  -  es  white  as       snow. 


By     and    by  we're  going  to  see  the  King,  And  crown  Him  Lord    of       alL 
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Chorus. 
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Many  Mansions. 
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In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man-sions;  If  it  were  not  so  I  would  have  told  you; 
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In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions,  And  all  the  streets  are  paved  with  gold. 
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Praise, 


No.  278. 


Clara  Teare. 


Satisfied. 


U8E0  BY  PERMISSION  OF  R.  E.  HUDSON,  OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  All   my  life  long   I    had  pant  -  ed    For  a  draught  from  some  cool  spring, 

2.  Feeding   on    the  husks  a -round*  me,  Till  my  strength  was  al- most  gone, 

3.  Poor  I    was,  and  sought  for  rich  -  es,  Something  that  would  sat  -  is  -  fy, 

4.  Well  of    wa-ter,  ev  -  er  spring-ing,  Bread  of   life,    so    rich  and  free, 
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That  I  hoped  would  quench  the  burn-ing  Of  the  thirst   I     felt  with  -  in. 

Longed  my  soul  for  some-thing  bet  -  ter,  On  -  ly    still     to    hun  -  ger    o^ 

But  the  dust     I    gath-ered  round  me  On  -  ly  mocked  my  soul's  sad  cry, 

Un-told  wealth  that  nev  -  er   fail  -  eth  My  Ee-deem  -  er     is     to     me. 
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Chorus. 
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Hal-le-  lu  -  jah!   I  have  found  Him, Whom  my  soul    so  long  has  craved! 
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Je  -  sus  sat  -  is-fies  my  long-ings;  Thro*  His  blood  I   now    am    saved. 
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No.  279. 


Take  Me  As  I  am. 


J  H.  5. 
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J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Je  -  sus   my  Lord,  to  Thee     I  cry:    Un  -  less  Thou  help  me,     I    must  die; 

2.  Help-less      I     am,  and  full     of  guilt,  But  yet  Thy  blood  for   me  was  spilt: 

3.  No    prep  -  a  -  ra  -  tion  can     I  make,  My   best   re-solves    I     on  -  ly  break; 

4.  I      thirst,   I    long  to  know  Thy  love,  Thy  full    sal  -  va  -  tion   I  would  prove; 
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Fine. 
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Oh,  bring   Thy  free  *   sal  -  va  -  tion  nigh,    And  take   me   as  I  am. 

And  Thou  canst  make  me    what  Thou  wilt,    But  take   me   as  I  am. 

Yet   save     me    for     Thine  own  name's  sake,  And  take   me   as  I  am. 

But   since     to  Thee      I     can  -  not  move,    Oh,  take   me   as  I  am. 
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D.  S. — Oh,  bring   Thy  free     sal  -  va  -  tion  nigh,  And  take  me   as     I      am. 
Chorus. 
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Take    me 
Take      me. 


as        I       am,  .  .  . 
take     me       as     I    am, 


Take     me     as         I       am;  .  .  . 
Take      me     take      me       as     I     am; 
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No.  280.      Fade,  Fade,  Each  Earthly  Joy. 


Mrs.  Horatjus  Bonar. 


USED  BV  PERMISSION.      JOHN  R.  CLEMENTS,  OWNER.  X.    B.   PerklnO 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy,     Je  -  sus  is     mine '.Break    ev-'ry  ten-der   tie, 

D.  S.—  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone  can  bless, 

2.  Tempt  not  my   soul   a -way,  Je  -  sus   is     mine!  Here  would  I    ev  -  er     stay, 

D.  S.— Pass  from  my  heart  a  -  way, 
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Fade,  Fade,  Each  Earthly  Joy. 


Fine. 
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sus   is  mine!  Dark    is 
sus   is  mine!  Per  -  ish- 
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the   wil  -  der-ness,  Earth  has  no  rest  -  ing-place, 
ing  things  of  clay,  Born  but  for  one  brief  day. 
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3  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine! 


4  Farewell,  mortality, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  0  loved  and  blesfc. 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest, 
Welcome,  my  Savior's  breast! 

Jesus  is  mine! 


No.  281, 


Revive  Us  A&ain. 


VVm.  P.  Mackay. 
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J.  J.  Husband. 


13 


£ 


B— 4: 


1    We     praise  Thee,      0 

2.  We      praise  Thee,      0 

3.  All         glo    -  ry       and 
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God!  For 

God!  For 

praise  To 
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the       Son       of       Thy        love, 
Thy      Spir  -   it         of  light, 

the      Lamb    that    was        slain. 


m 


E 


fc± 


h 


T 


m 


T — I" 

died  And 
Sav  -  ior, 
sins     And 


For  Je    -  sus      who 

Who  has  shown     us       our 
Who  has  borne     all       our 


is        now     gone      a 

And      scat  -  tered    our 

has    cleansed  ev    -  'ry 


bove. 
night 
stain. 


No,  282. 


E.  B.  Hewitt. 


Sunshine  in  the  Soul. 

COPYRIGHT,  1887,  BY  JNO.  R.  8WENEY. 
U8ED  BY  PERMISSION  OF  L.  E.  SWENEY,  EXECUTRIX. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  There's  sun-shine    in  my  soul   to-day,  More  glo  -  ri  -  ous  and  bright 

2.  There's  mu  -  sic     in  my  soul   to-day,  A       car-  ol     to    the  King, 

3.  There's  springtime  in  my  soul   to-day,   For,  when  the  Lord   is    near, 

4.  There's  gladness    in  my  soul   to-day,  And  hope,  and  praise,  and  love, 
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Than  glows  in  an  -  y  earth -ly  skies,  For  Je  -  sus  is  my  light. 
And  Je  -  sus,  lis- ten- ing,  can  hear  The  songs  I  can -not  sing. 
The  dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart,  The  flow'rs  of  grace  ap  -  pear. 
For   bless  -  ings  which  He  gives  me  now,  For  joys  "laid    up"  a-  bove. 
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Refrain. 
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0    there's  sun         -         -        shine,     bless-ed      sun  -  shine, 

0       there's  sua  -  shine    in        the     soul,    bless  -  ed        sun  -  shine  in      the   soul, 
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When  the   peace  -  ful,      hap  -  py   mo  -  ments  roll; 

J.  N       ___  N       hap  -  py     mo -ments  roll; 
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When    Je  -  sus  shows  His  smil-ing  face,  There  is  sun-shine   in    the    soul 
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No.  283. 


The  Haven  of  Rest. 


H.  L.  Gilmour.       copyright,  1889,  by  john  j.  hood,    used  by  per.       George  D.  Moore. 
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1.  My  soul    in   sad    ex  -  ile  was    out   on  life's  sea,   So  burdened  wkh 

2.  I  yield  -  ed  my  -  self     to  His  ten  -  der  em  -  brace,  And,  faith  tak-ing 

3.  The  song  of  my  soul,  since  the  Lord  made  me  whole,  Has  been  the  old 

4.  Oh,  come  to  the  Sav  -  ior,  He  pa  -  tient  -  ly  waits,  To    save  by  His 
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sin  and  distrest,  Till  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  say  -  ing,  "make  me  your  choice, 
hold  of  the  word,      My    fet-ters  fell  off,   and  I    an-chored  my  soul; 
sto  -  ry  so  blest,      Of     Je-sus,  who'll  save  who-so  -  ev  -  er     will  have 
pow-er  di-vine;       Come,  anchor  your  soul  in  the  hav-en    of    rest, 
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D.S. — TAc     temp-est  may  sweep  o'er  the  wild  storm -y    deep, 
Fine.    Chorus. 
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And  I    en-tered  the    ha  -  ven    of     rest. 

The       ha  -  ven    of    rest     is    my  Lord.        I've  an  -  chored  my  soul 

A         home  in    the   ha  -  ven    of    rest. 

And      say,  "my  Be  -  lov  -  ed     is   mine." 
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Je  -  sus     I'm  safe       ev-  er-  more. 
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in  the  hav  -  en     of     rest,     I'll    sail    the  wide    seas    no     more; 
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No.  284. 


Glory  to  His  Name. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton, 
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1.  Down  at     the  cross  where  my     Sav-ior  died,   Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I       am      so   won-drous  -  ly  saved  irom  sin,       Je  -  sus    so    sweet  -  ly  a- 

3.  Oh,   pre-cious  fount-ain  that  saves  from  sin,        I     am     so  glad       I   have 

4.  Come  to     this  fount-ain    so   rich   and   sweet;  Cast  thy  poor  soul      at    the 
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sin      I    cried,  There  to    my  heart  was   the  blood    ap-plied;    Glo  -  ry  to  His 

bides  with-in,    There    at    the  cross  where  He  took  me     in;     Glo  -  ry  to  His 

en-tered  in;  There    Jo  -  sus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean;     Glo  -  ry  to  His 

Sav-ior's  feet;  Plunge  ia     to-day,  and    be  made  com-plete;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 
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D.  S.-There    to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap-plied,  Glo  -  ry  to  Eis 
Fine.  Chorus. 
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name.         Glo  -  ry  to     His    name, 
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Glo  -  ry  to    His     name; 
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name, 


No.  285. 

W.H.Clark. 


Blessed  Be  the  Name. 

copyright,  1888,  by  wm.  j.  kirkpatrick.    Arr,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick 


1.  All  praise  to    Him   who  reigns  a  -  bove,      In     maj  -  es  -  ty      su  -  preme; 

2.  His  name     a  -  bove     all  names  shall  stand,  Ex  -  alt  -  ed     more  and   more; 

3.  Re-deem  -  er,    Sav  -  ior,  Friend  of  men     Once   ru  -  ined    by     the      fall; 

4.  His  name  shall   be     the     Coun  -  sel  -  lor,    The   might  -  y   Prince  of     Peace, 
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Blessed  Be  the  Name, 
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Who  gave  His   Son  for     man     to     die,    That    He  might  man     re  -  deem. 

At  God   the   Fa-ther's    own  right  hand,  Where  an  -  gel    hosts     a  -  dore. 

Thou  hast   de-vised     sal  -  va-tion's  plan,    For  Thou  hast  died   for     all. 

Of  all    earth's  kingdoms,  Con-quer  -  or,    Whose  reign  shall    nev  -  er    cease. 
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Chorus 


Blessed  be  the  name,  blessed  be  the  name,  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord;  of  the  Lord. 
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No,  286. 


Jesus  Paid  It  All. 


Mrs.  E.  M.  Hall. 
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1.  I      hear  the  Sav-ior     say,  "Thy  strength  indeed  is    small;  Child  of  weak-ness, 

2.  Lord,  now  in-deed    I      find   Thy  power,  and  Thine  a-lone,    Can    change  the 

3.  For  noth-inggood  have  I     Where-by  Thy  grace  to  claim—  I'll       wash    my 
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Chorus. 
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watch  and  pray,     Find  in   me    thine  all    in 

lep  -  er's  spots,       And      melt  '  the  heart  of    stone.    Je  -  sus  paid  ii     all, 

gar-ments  white     In  the  blood     of    Cal-v'ry's  Lamb. 
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All    to   Him  I  owe;     Sin   had  left  a  crimson  stain,  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 
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No.  287. 

B.B. 


The  Gross  is  Not  Greater. 


COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  BALLINQTON  BOOTH. 


Ballington  Booth. 


1.  The  cross  that  He  gave  may  be  heav-y,    But  it  ne'er  outweighs  His  grace; 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper    Than  composed  His  crown  for  me; 

3.  The    light  of  His  love  shineth  bright-er,   As  it  falls   on  paths  of    woe, 

4.  His      will    I  have  joy  in    ful-fill-ing,    As  I'm  walk-ing  in  His  sight, 


The  storm  that  I  fear'd  may  surround  me,    But  it  ne'er   ex-cludes  His  face. 
The    cup  that  I  drink  not  more  bit  -  ter  Than  He  drank  in  Geth-sem-a-ne. 
The    toil     of  my  work  groweth  light  -  er,  As    I  stoop    to  raise  the  low. 
My     all     to  the  blood  I  am  bring -ing,  It     a-  lone    can  keep  me  right. 
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The  cross   is   not  great-er  than  His  grace, 


The  storm  can-not 
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hide  His  bless-ed  face; 
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*=fc 


FP 


±fefafat» 


±=t 


sa 


f=f-^ 


* 


can      con  -  quer      ev  -   'ry      |oe. 
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The  Whole  Wide  World  for  Jesus. 
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t  The  whole  wide  world  for      Je  -   sus!  Once  more  be  -  fore  we       part, 
)  Ring  out   the    joy-ful   watch  -  w  ord  {Omit.) 
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From  ev  -  'ry  grateful  heart;  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je  -   sus!  Be  this  our 
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bat-tie    cry;   The Cru-ci-fied shall con-qaer, And  vic-to-iy    is    nigh. 
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2  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

From  out  the  Golden  Gate, 
Through  all  the  South  Sea  Islands, 

To  China's  princely  state; 
From  India's  vales  and  mountains, 

Through  Persia's  land  of  bloom, 
To  storied  Palestina, 

And  Afric's  desert  gloom. 

3  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

Its  hearts  and  homes  and  thrones; 
Ring  out  again  the  watchword 

In  loud  and  joyous  tones: 
The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

With  prayer  the  song  we'll  wing, 
And  spend  the  prayer  with  labor, 

Till  earth  shall  crown  Him  King. 
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[Tune  above.']  lieber. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
/tfhere  Afric's  sunny  fountains    ' 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile! 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown: 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation!  0  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


Waft— waft,  ye  winds,  His  stoift 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole: 

Till,  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

-  In  bliss  returns  to  reign, 
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The  Whole  Wide  World. 


COPYRIGHT,   1913,   BY  WM.  J.  KIRKPATRICK,  IN  RENEWAL. 

J.  Dentist er  Hammond.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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wide  world  for  Je  -  sus!  This  shall  our  watchword  be,     Up  -  on 

wide  world  for  Je  -  sus,  In  -  spires  us  with  the  thought  That  ev 

wide  world  for  Je  -  sus!  The  marching    or  -  der  sound;   Go    ye 

wide  world  for  Je  -  susl  In  the  Father's  home  a  -  bove    Are  man 
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high-est  mountain, Down  by  the  wid-est  sea:  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je-sus!  To 
son    of    Ad-am  Hath  by  the  blood  been  bo't:  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je-sus!  0 
preach  the  gos-pel  Wher-ev-  er  man  is  found:  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je-sus!  Our 
wondrous  mansions,  Mansions  of  light  and  love:  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je-sus!Ride 
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Him  all* men  shall  bow,  In    cit  -  y    or    in  prai-rie,  The  world  for  Je-sus  now. 
faint  not  by  the  way!  The  cross  shall  surely  con-quer,  In  this*  our  glorious  day. 
ban  -  ner  is    un-furled,  We  bat  -  tie  now  for  Je-sus,  And  faith  demands  the  world, 
forth,  0  conqu'ring  King, Thro'  all  the  mighty  na-tions;  The  world  to  glo-ry  bring. 
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The  whole  wide  world,      the  whole  wide  world,  Proclaim  the  gos-pel    ti-dings 
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The  Whoie  Wide  World. 
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thro'  the  whole  wide  world;  Lift  up  the  cross  for  Je  -  sus,  His  ban-ner  be    un 
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furled,    Till      ev  -  'ry  tongue  con- f ess  Him  Thro'  the  whole    wide     world. 
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J.  O.  Thompson. 


The  Gall  for  Reapers. 

COPYRIGHT,   1895,    BY  PHILLIPS  &   HUNT. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


J.  B.  O.  Cletntn. 
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1.  Far    and  near  the  fields  are  teem-ing  With  the  waves  of  ri  -  pened  grain; 

2.  Send  them  forth  withmorn's  first  beaming;  Send  them  in  the  noon-tide's  glare; 

3.  0    thou,  whom  thy  Lord  is    send-ing,  Gath-er  now  the  sheaves  of  gold; 
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Far  and  near  their  gold  is  gleam-ing  O'er  the  sun  -  ny  slope 
When  the  sun's  last  rays  are  gleam-ing,  Bid  them  gath  -  er  ev  - 
Heav'nward  then  at   eve-ning  wend-ing,  Thou  shalt  come  with  joy 


and  plain, 
'ry- where, 
un  -  told. 
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D  S. — Stewd  them  now  the  sheaves  to  gath  -  er,  Ere    the    har  -  vest-time 
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Lord    of    har -vest,  send  forth  reap  -ers!  Hear  us,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  cry; 
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No.  292.  On  The  Mountain  Top. 

T*  Kelly.  ZION. 


T.  Hastings. 
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.     f  On  the  mountain-top  ap-pear-ing,  Lo !  the  sacred  herald  stands,  { 
'  1  Welcome  news  to  Zi-on  bear-ing — Zi-on,  long  in  hostile  lands;   )  Mourning  captive! 
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God  Himself  will  loose  thy  bands;  Mounrning  captive?  God  Himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 
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2.  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful, 
All  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved? 

Cease  thy  mourning; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 
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2.  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee, 
He  Himself  appears  thy  friend; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee, 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end; 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  quickly  send. 


My  Native  Land. 


1.  Yes  my  native  land!  I  love  thee; 

All  thy  scenes,  I  love  them  well; 
Home  and  friends  that  smile  around  me, 
Can  I  bid  you  all  farewell? 

Can  I  leave  you, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell? 

2.  Scenes  of  sacred  peace  and  pleasure, 

Holy  days  and  Sabbath  bell, 
Richest,  brightest,  sweetest  treasure, 
Can  I— can  I  say,  "Farewell?" 

Can  I  leave  you, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell? 

8.  Yes,  I  hasten  from  you  gladly, 
From  the  scenes  I  love  so  well, 
Far  away,  ye  billows,  bear  me; 


Lovely  native  land,  farewell! 

Pleased  I  leave  thee, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwelt 

4.  In  the  desert  let  me  labor, 

On  the  mountain  let  me  tell 

How  He  died,  the  blessed  Savior, 

To  redeem  a  world  from  hell. 

Let  me  hasten 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwelL 

5.  Bear  me  on,  thou  restless  ocean; 

Let  the  winds  my  canvas  swell; 
Heaves  my  heart  with  warm  emotion. 
While  I  go  far  hence  to  dwell. 

Glad  I  leave  thee, 
Native  land,  farewell!  farewelll 

Rev.  Samuel  F,  Smith. 


No.  294.    Watchman,  Tell  Us  of  the  Night. 

Bowring 


L.  Mason. 


1.  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night.  What  its  signs  of  promise  are; ) 
Traveler,o'er  yon  mountains  height,  (Omit)  ) 


D.C7.-Traveler,  yes:  it  brings  the  day,    (Omit) 


See  that  glo  -  ry- 
Promised  day  of 


Wmftttfrfttt^ 


Watchman,  Tell  Us  of  the  Night. 

"Fine. 


"Fine. |  .  |  j        ^D-C- 


beaming  star!    Watchman  does  its  beauteous  ray  Aught  of  joy  or  hope  fore-tell? 
Is  -  ra  -  el.  « 


2.  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends; 
Traveler,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own: 

See!  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth! 


3.  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn; 
Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quit  home: 
Traveler,  lo!  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo!  the  Son  of  God  is  come! 
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Watts. 
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Jesus  Shall  Reign, 

(MISSIONARY  CHANT.) 


C.  Zeunder. 
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1.  Je-sus  shall  reign  wher-e'er  the  sun    Doth  His  suc-ces-sive  jour-neys  run; 

2.  People  and  realms  of    ev  -  ery  tongue  Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song; 

3.  Blessings  a-bound  wher-e'er  He  reigns;  The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains; 

4.  Let  ev-ery  creature  rise  and  bring    Pe  -  cu-liar  hon  -  ors    to    our   King. 
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His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
And  in  -  f  ant  voic-es  shall  proclaim  Their  ear  -  ly  blessings  on  His  name. 
The  wea  -  ry  find  e  -  ter  -  nal  rest,  And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 
An   -  gels  descend  with  songs  again,  And  earth  re  -  peat  the  loud    A  -  men! 
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Ye  Ghristian  Herald! 


1.  Ye  Christian  heralds!  go  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2.  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 


r  Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

3.  And  when  our  labors  all  are  o'er, 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng.to  fall, 
And  crown  our  Jesus — Lord  of  all! 
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C.  H.  G. 


Go  Tell  the  Story. 


CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
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1.  Go      tell    the  sto  -  ry      to    the  world  Of      Him  who  once  was  slain; 

2.  Go     tell    the  sto  -  ry      to    the  world,  En  -  list  for  God    to  -  day; 

3.  Go     tell   the  sto  -  ry      to    the  world,  The   wel  -  come  ti  -  dings  bear 
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Who     lay  with  -  in    the      si  -  lent  tomb,  And  rose    to    life     a  -  gain; 

The      sac  -  ri  -  fice   He    made  for   yoa,  You    nev  -  er  can    re  -  pay; 

To        ev  -  'ry  crea-ture,  in      His  name.  At     home  and  ev  - 'ry  -  where; 
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Re  -  peat  the  won  -  ders  of  His  love     To  lands  be  -  yond  the  sea; 

Go      forth  to    con  -  quer  for  the  Lord,  The  en  -  e  -  my    de  -  fy; 

Go      tell    the  sto  -  ry     to  the  world  Our  God  and  King  ex  -  tol, 
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Tell      how  He  left    His  home    a  -  bove  To       die     for  you  and  me. 

All      pow'r  is  thine  thro'  Him     a  -  lone  Who     lives  and  can  -  not  die. 

"Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al    di   -    a  -  dem,  And    crown  Him  Lord  of  all.'* 
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the  sto-ry  to  the    world, His  pow'r  and 


Go  tell 

Go    tell    the  sto-ry,   tell 
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sto  -  ry     to   the  world.  Go       tell  the  sto-ry 
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Go  Tell  the  Story. 
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love     pro    -    claim, 

to  the  worJd,  B  is  pow'r  and  love  proclaim, 
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Tell      of  His  righteousness  and 

Tell        of  His  righteousness         and 
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Im-man    -    uel's  name. 

our  great    Im -man  -uel's    name. 
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Over  the  Ocean  Wave. 


Mrs.  J.  W.  Sampson. 
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1.  0    -    ver   the      o  -  cean  wave,  far,  far     a  -  way,     There    the  poor 

2.  Here     in    this    hap  -  py   land    we  have  the  light,     Shin  -  ing  from 

3.  Then,  while  the     mis  -  sion  ships  glad   ti  -  dings  bring,    List!     as   that 
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ristians  at    home,     Haste  with  the 
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hea  -  then  live,  wait -ing  fjr 
God's  own  word,  free,  pure,  and 
hea  -  then  band    joy  -  ful  -  ly 


day;      Grop-ing     in        ig  -  no -ranee, 
bright;    Shall    we   not     send   to    them 
sing,     "0  -  ver    the       o  -  cean  wave 
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-  ed    Bi  -  ble     to   give  them  the  light: 
and  preachers,  and  all   that  they  need? 
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dark  as  the  night,  No  bless 
Bi  -  bles  to  read,  Teach-ers, 
0,      see  them  come,    Bring- ing  the  bread  of    life,  guid-ing    us    home." 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Rescue  the  Perishing. 

COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY,  OF  W    H.  DOANE. 
USED   BY    PERMISSION. 


William  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Res  -  cue  the  per-ish-ing,    Care    for  the  dy-ing,  Snatch  them  in  pit  -  y  from 

2.  Tho'  they  are  slighting  Him,  Still    He    is   wait  -  ing,  Wait  -  ing  the  pen  -  i  -  tent 

3.  Down  in  the  hu-man  heart,  Crush'd  by  the  tempt-er,     Feel-ings  lie  bu-ried  that 

4.  Res  -  cue  the  per-ish-ing,      Du  -  ty    de-mands  it;  Strength  for  thy  la  -  bor  the 
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sin      and  the  grave;  Weep  o'er  the  err -ing  one,    Lift     up  the  fall -on, 
child     to    re -ceive;  Plead  with  them  ear-nest- ly,    Plead  with  them  gen-tly: 
grace  can  re -store;  Touch'd  by    a     lov -ing  heart,  Wak-ened  by  kind-ness, 
Lord    will  pro-vide;    Back     to    the  narrow  way     Pa-tient-ly    win  them; 
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Tell    them  of    Je  -  sus  the  might-y     to  save. 

He      will  for -give  if  they    on  -  ly    be-lieve.    Res -cue  the  per-ish-ing, 

Chords  that  are  bro  -  ken  will    vi-brate  once  more. 

Tell     the  poor  wan-d'rer  a     Sav-ior  has  died. 
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Care    for  the  dy  -  ing;     Je  -  sus  is  mer  -  ci  -  ful,      Je  -  sus  will  save. 
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No.  300.       Ghrist  for  the  World  We  Sing. 


5.  Wolcott. 


(ITALIAN  HYMN) 


Felice  GiardlnL 


1.  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing;  The  world  to  Christ  we  bring  With  loving  zeal:— The  poor  and 
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them  that  mourn,The  faint  and  overborne,Sin-sick  and  sorrow- worn,  Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 
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2  Christ  foi  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  fervent  prayer:— 
The  wayward  and  the  lost, 
By  restless  passion  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost, 

From  dark  despair. 


3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  one  accord— 
With  us  the  work  to  share. 
With  us  reproach  to  dare, 
Witn  us  the  cross  to  bear, 

For  Christ  our  Lord. 


No.  301.      Hasten,  Lord,  the  Glorious  Time. 

Harriet  Auber.  (ELTHAM.)  Lowell  Mason. 

Fine. 
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j  Hast-en,  Lord,    the    glo-rious  time,    When,  be-neath  Mes  -  si  -    ah's  sway,  ) 
*  \  Ev  -  'ry   na  -  tion,  ev  -  'ry  clime,     Shall  the    gos  -  pel    call       o  -  bey.   ) 
D.  C— Sa  -  tan  and      his    host  o'er-thrown,Bound   in  chains,shall  hurt      no  more. 
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Might  -  iest  kings  His  pow'r  shall    own, 
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Heathen  tribes  His  name  a. 
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2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease, 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 
Righteousness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign. 


Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord; 

Ever  praise  His  glorious  name; 
All  His  mighty  acts  record, 

Ail  His  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


No.  302.     The  Morning  Light  is  Breaking. 

S.  F.  Smith.  Q.  J.  Webb. 
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1.  The  morn-ing 

2.  See  hea-then 

3.  Blest  riv-  er 


light  is  break  -  ing,  The  darkness  dis-ap  -  pears;  The  sons    of  earth  are 
na-tions  bend  -  ing  Be  -  fore  the  God  of    love,  And  thousand  hearts  as 
of    sal  -  va  -  tion,  Pur-sue  thine  onward  way;  Flow  thou    to  ev  -  'ry 
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wak  -  ing  To 
cend  -  ing  In 
na  -  tion,  Nor 
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pen  -  i-  ten-tial  tears;  Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  o  -  cean  Brings 
grat  -  i  -  tude    a  -  bove;  While  sinners,  now  con  -  f ess  -  ing,  The 
in    thy  rich-ness  stay;     Stay  not   till  all  the     low  -  ly   Tri- 
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ti  -  dings  from  a  -far,      Of    na -tions  in  com  -  mo -tion,  Prepared  for  Zi-on's  war. 
gos  -  pel's  call  o-  bey,    And  seek    a  Sav-ior's  bless  -  ing,  A     na- tion  in     a     day. 
umphant  reach  their  home;  Stay  not  till  all  the    ho-   ly  Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!" 
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No.  303. 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss: 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day: 
"Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

—George  Duffidd. 


fyzavzn. 


No.  304. 

R.  K.  C. 


m§=^ 


Over  the  River. 


COPYRIGHT,  1914,  BY  R.  KELSO  CARTER. 
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1.  0  -  ver 

2.  Therein 

3.  Oh,  what 

4.  Yes,    o  - 

5.  0  -  ver 


the    riv  -  er,    our   sin- ful  -  ness  bear -ing,      All    our  temp- 

the   light  and   the    life  and    the    glo  -  ry,  With  all     the 

a    meet -ing  with  those  gone  be -fore     us!  Broth-ers    and 

ver  there,  when  our  eyes  shall   be  -  hold  Him,  When  all     we 

the    riv  -  er   we'll  pass    a  -  gain  nev  -  er,  From  all     of 
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ta  -  tions  and  wear  -  i  -  ness  shar  -  ing,  Je  -  sus     has  gone,  and    a 

saints  of     the  past    a  -  ges,  hoar  -  y,  We  shall    de  -  light    in    the 

fa  -  thers,  the  moth-ers    that  bore   us,  All    we  have  loved,  that  are 

know  and   we    feel    has   been  told  Him,  There,  at     His  feet,  with  our 

e    -   vil    and  weak-ness  we'll  sev  -  er;  There  with   the  Lord    wo  will 
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man-sion's  pre  -  par-  ing, —  That  will 
won  -  der  -  ful  sto  -  ry, —  That  will 
His,  He'll  re -store  us, —  That  will 
clasp  we  en -fold  Him,— That  will 
live     jn     for  -  ev  -  er,—  That  will 
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be  home,  sweet  home.  . 

be  home,  sweet  home.  • 

be  home,  sweet  home.  . 

be  home,  sweet  home.  . 

be  home,  sweet  home.  . 
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No.  305. 


James  Rowe. 


Then  I  Shall  Understand. 

WORD8  AND   MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1905,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU. 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 


Ira  B.  Wilson. 
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1.  I     do  not  know,    I    can  not  un  -  der  -  stand,   Why  my  Re  -  deem  -  eh 

2.  I    know  not  why  He  should  His  all    re   -  sign,     And  suf-fer  death  to 

3.  Then  I  will  wait,  and  prize  the  pre-cious  gift,      Un  -  til     I    hear  my 
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has  such  love  for  me, —  Why  He  for-  sook  His  home  in  glo  -  ry-land, 
hide  my  wretched  past;  But  this  I  know  His  price-less  love  is  mine, 
blessed  Lord's  command;  For  well  I    know  that  He  Him  -  self  will  lift 
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And  came  to  earth  my  guil-ty  soul  to  free. 
And  His  dear  voice  will  tell  me  all  at  last. 
The  veil  that  hides,  and  I  shall  understand. 
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But  some  sweet  morn,  in  yonder 
Yes,  some  sweet  morn,  in  yonder 
Yes,  some  sweet  morn,  inyoader 
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bliss  -  f ul  place,  When  I  with  joy  shall  clasp  my  Savior's  hand,  And  rest  my 
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Then  I  Shall  Understand. 
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eyes  up-on  His  matchless  face,  My  hap-py  soul  will  clear-ly  un-der-  stand. 
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No.  306. 

H.  L.  Hastings. 


Shall  We  Meet? 


USED  BY  PERMISSION. 
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1.  Shall  we  meet   be-yond  the  riv  -  er, 

2.  Shall  we  meet   be-yond  the  riv  -  er, 

3.  Shall  we  meet    in  yon  -  der  cit  -  y, 
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Where  the  sur  -  ges  cease  to  roll; 

When  our  storm  -y  voyage  m  o'er? 

Where  the  to w '  rs  of  cry s  -  tal  shine ; 

4.  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ,  our  Savior,  When  He  comes  to  claim  His  own? 
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Where  in    all     the  bright  for  -  ev  -  er, 
Shall    we  meet  and  cast  the  an-chor 
Where  the  walls  are    all    of   jas-per, 
we  know  His  bless  -  ed    fa  -  vor, 
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Sor  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 

By  the  bright  ce  -  les  -  tial  shore? 
Built  by  work-man-ship  di  -  vine? 
And    sit  down    up  -  on  His  throne? 
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D.S.— Shall  we  meet  be-yond  the  riv  -  er,  Where  the  sur -ges  cease  to   roll? 
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Chorus. 
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Shall  we  meet,  shall  we  meet,  Shall  we  meet   be  -  yond  the   riv  -  er? 

IN. 


No.  307.     God  Shall  Wipe  All  Tears  Away. 


Lotta  B.  White. 


COPYRIGHT,    1902,   BY  A.    B.   MORTON. 
C.  F.  ALLEN  AND  C.   H.  MARSH,  OWNERS. 


A.  B.  Morton. 
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1.  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a  -  way,    By  and  by, 

2.  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a  -  way, 

3.  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a  -  way, 

4.  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a  -  way, 
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by  and  by, 
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By  and  by 
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When  earth's  night  has  passed  a-way, 

By  and  by,           by  and  by; 

In      that  res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  day, 

All  earth's  sor-rows  will     re  -  pay, 

We    shall  sing  His  praise  for    aye, 

By  and  by,                   by  and  by; 
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In  that  land  that  knows  no  night,  But  where  Je  -  sus  is     the    light, 

In  that  land    so    bright  and  fair,  With  our  loved  ones  we    shall  share 

No  more  part-ings,    no  more  tears,  No  more  sigh  -  ing,  no  more  fears, 

We  shall  nev  -  er    know    a     care,  Nor     a    grief   nor  bur  -  den  bear, 
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We  shall  walk  in  robes  of  white,  By  and  by, 
All  the  glo  -  ries  o  -  ver  there. 
Spend  with  Christ  the  hap-py  years, 
Al  -  ways  hap  -  py     o  -  ver  there, 
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By  and  by. 
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by  and  by. 
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Till  We  Get  Home. 


E.  O.  S. 
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1.  Thro'  toil   and   sor-row,  thro'  pain  and  strife,  Thro'  days  of    bless-ing 

2.  Tho'    oft    the  jour-ney  seem  dark  and  drear,  And  rough  the  path-way 

3.  He      will  not  suf  -  fer  us      to      be   tried  More  than  we're   a  -  ble 

4.  All     thro'  the   jour-ney  of     life    be  -  low,  His  bless  -  ed    Spir  -  it 
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and  all  thro*   life, 

we  trav-el    here, 

and  will  pro  -  vide 

He  will    be  -  stow, 


His  Word  is     faith  -  f ul,  wher-e'er    we   roam, 

Still    He     is      lead  -  ing  wher-e'er    we   roam, 

A    way  more  bless  -  ed,  m  for     us   who  roam, 

And  won-drous    glo  -  ry  is      yet    to   come 
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He  will  be  with  us, 
His  pow'r  will  keep  us, 
His    pres-ence   with    us, 


till  we   get  home.l,2,3.Ti!l  we  get  home 

till  we  get  home, 

till  we   get  home. 

Aft  -  er    the    strug-gle,      when  we  get  home.  4.  When  we 
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till     we    get     home,    He    will  be    with    us,      till   we  get 
when  we    get      home,  And  won-drous  glo  -  ry     when  we  get 
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home. 

get  home. 
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Words  and  music  copyright,  1907,  by  E.  0.  Sellers. 
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No.  309.        Land  of  the  Unsetting  Sun. 


VV.  C.  Martin. 
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COPYRIGHT,  1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Some  sweet  day     I  shall  en-ter    a  place,  When  the  work  of  my  life  shall  be 

2.  Yes,     the  bur -dens  of  life  can  be  borne,  "When  I  think  of  the  prize  to    be 

3.  I  can  peace-ful  -  ly  welcome  the  night  When  the  hours  of  my  life  shall  be 

4.  0       what  joy!  mor-tal  tongue  cannot  tell,  With  e -ter-ni -ty  on  -  ly   be- 
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done;   .   .      A       place  that  is  filled  with  His  mar- vel-ous  grace,  In  the 

won;    .   .      Of  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  robe  and  the  crown  to     be   worn,  In  the 

It  will  bring  me  no  grief,  but   su  -  per  -  nal    de  -  light,  In  the 

Onean-oth-er   to  meet,  with  the  Sav  -  ior    to    dwell,  In  the 
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land  of  the  Un- set-ting  Sun. 


I  shall  dwell  iD  the  land  of  de  -  light    .     . 

of  de- light, 


When  my  jour-ney  on  earth  has 

jour       -       -        ney 
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been  run;    .     .     .       In  the  land  where  there 

on    earth  has  heen  run ; 
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com  -  eth  no  sor-row,  no  night, 
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In  the  land    of  the  Un  -  set-ting  Sun. 
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That  Beautiful  Land. 


{To  myfrieud,  Miss  Emma  C.  Vugelgasang.) 
Mrs.  F.  A.  F.  White.  copyright,  1889,  by  mark  m.  jones. 


Mark  M.  Jones. 
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1.  I    have  heard  of  a    land     On  a    far  -  a- way  strand,  —  In  the  Bi-ble  the 

2.  There  are  ev-er-green  trees  That  bend  low  in  the  breeze,  And  their  fruitage  is 

3.  There's  a  home  in  that  land,  Atthe  Father'srighthand;  There  are  mansions  whose 
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sto  -  ry     is    told,—    Where  cares  nev-er  come,  Nev-er  dark-ness  nor  gloom, 
brighter  than  gold;    There  are  harps  for  our  hands  In  that  fair  -  est  of  lands, 
joys  are    un  -  told,       And  per-en  -  ni  -  al  spring,  Where  the  an-gels  e'er  sing, 
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told,   Are  paved  with  pure  gold,  And  the  sun    it  shall  nev  -  er    go    down. 
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Some  Day. 
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No,  312.  Gome,  Ye  Sinners,  Poor  and  Needy. 
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-1    £  Come,  ye  sin  -  ners,  poor  and  need-y,    Weak  and  wound-ed,  sick  and  sore;  ) 

*  J  Jo  -  sua  read  -  y   stands  to  save  you,  Full     of     pit  -  y>  love  and pow'r.  ) 
2  f  Now,  ye  need  -  y,  come  and  welcome,  God's  free  bount »  y  glo  -  ri  -  fy;  1 

'  \  True  b3  -  lief  and  true  re  -  pent-ance,Ev  -  'ry  grace  that  brings  you  nigh.  / 
o   (Let    not  conscience  make  you  lin  «  ger,  Or     of     fit  -  ness  fond- ly dream;) 

•  \  All     the  fit  -  ness   He   re  -  quir-eth,  Is     to    feel  your   need  of  Him.  / 
a  {  Come,  ye  wea    ry,   heav  -  y  la  -  den,  Bruised  and  man  -  gled  by  the  fall,    ) 

\   If     you  tar  -  ry    till  you're  bet  -  ter,     You  will  nev  -  er  come  at    all.    > 
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D.C. — Glo-ry,  hon  -  or  and   sal  -  va  -  Hon,  Christ,  the  Lord,  has  come  to  reign. 
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Turn  to  the  Lord  and  seek  sal  -  va  -  tion,  Sound  the  praise  of  His  dear  name; 
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When  I  Go  Home. 
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1.  A      lit  -  tie  while  and  then  the  sum-merDay,  When  I 

2.  Work  ceas-es    not     in    sun-shine    or      in  show'r,  Till    I 

3.  All  will     be    well,  and  all     be    hap  -  pi  -  ness,  When  I 

4.  I'll  meet  the  loved  ones   I    have  lost     a -while,  When  I 


go  Home; 
go  Home; 
go  Home; 
go  Home; 
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'T  is  lone-some  win  -  ter  now,  but  't  will  be  May,  When  I  go  Home;   Be- 
But    in     the  still -ness  of    the  twi  -  light  hour,    I    dream  of  Home;  And 
The  wan-der  -ings    all  o'er,  and  lone  -  li  -  ness,  When  I  go  Home;  There 
And,  best  of     all,    I'll  see   my  Sav-ior  smile,  When  I  go  Home;  Oh, 
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those  who  wait  for  me,  When  I  go  Home,  when     I  go  Home, 

dark,    or  chill  of  cold—  I    dream  of  Home,    I     dream  of   Home, 

was      on  land  or  sea,  When  I  go  Home,  when     I  go  Home. 

Him    who  died  for  me,  When  I  go  Home,  when     I  go  Home. 


£=£ 


§ 


-,*?- 


ipNi 


m 


v— V 


?=? 


No.  314. 

C.  A.  T. 


Well  Understand  It  Better. 
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Arr.  by  F.  A.  Clark. 


I 


F=5^^ 


PP 


t>t  r>   a 


Bgg!       %=-*> 


±M 


ES3I3EJ 


u=£=t 


"*""*"  PP    8, 

1.  We    are  oft  -  en  tossed  and  driv'n  on  the   rest  -  less    sea      of  time, 

2.  We    are  oft  -  en    des  -  ti  -  tute  .    of   the  things  that  life      de-mands, 

3.  Tri  -  als  dark   on     ev  -  'ry    hand,  and  we    can  -  not    un  -  der-stand 

4.  Temp    -    ta-tions,  hid  -  den  snares,  oft  -en   take      us     un  -   a -wares, 
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Som  -  ber  skies  and  howl- ing  tem-pests  oft  suc-ceed  a  bright  sun-shine; 
Want  of  food  and  want  of  shel  -  ter,  thirst -y  hills  and  bar  -  ren  lands; 
All  the  ways  that  God  would  lead  us  to  the  bless  -  ed  Prom-ised  Land; 
And     our  hearts  are  made  to  bleed  for  man- y  a  thoughtless  word  or  deed, 
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In    that  land    of    per 
We  are  trust-ing    in 
But  He  guides  us  with 
And  we    won-der  why 
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feet  day,  when  the  mists  have  rolled  a -way,  We  will 
the  Lord,  and,  ac-cord-ing  to    His  word,  We  will 
His  eye,    and  we'll  fol- low  till   we    die,   For  we'll 
the  test  when  we  try    to    do   our  best;  But  we'll 
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Well  Never  Say  Good-By. 
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1.  With  friends  on  earth  we   meet  in  gladness, While  swift  the  mo  -  ments  fly, 

2.  How  joy  -  ful   is    the  hope  that  lingers,  When  loved  ones  cross  death's  sea, 

3.  No     part-ing  words  shall  e'er  be  spok  -  en    In   yon  -  der  home  so     fair, 
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Yet  ev-er  comes  the  tho't   of    sad-ness,  That  we  must  say," Good-by 
That  we,when  all  earth's  toils  are  end  -  ed,  With  them  shall  ev  -  er     be. 
But  songs  of  joy,   and  peace,  and  glad-ness,We'll  sing  for  -ev-er  there 
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We'll  nev-er  say  good-by  in  heav'n, We'll  nev-er  say  good- by, 
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For    in    that  land    of    joy     and   song  We'll  nev-er  say  good-by. 
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Sweet  By  and  By. 
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2     /  The?  e's  a  land  that  is  fair-er  than  day,  And  by  faith  we  can  see  it    a  -  far;"} 
iFor    the  Fa  -  ther  waits  o  -  ver  the  way,    To  yro-[Omit ]' 
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pare  us  a  dwelling-place  there.  In  the  sweet  by- and  -  by, 

In  the  sweet   h    &     Jby-and-by, 


We  shall  meet  on  that 
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beau-ti-ful  shore; 

by-and-by; 


by-and  -  by,  We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 
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2  We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 
The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest, 
And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more, 
Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. 


3  To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 

We  will  offer  our  tribute  of  praise. 
For  the  glorious  gift  of  His  love, 
And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  days. 
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1.  A  -  sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  bless  -  ed  si  ep,  From  which  none  ev  -  er   wakes  to  weep! 

2.  A -sleep  in  Je  -  sus!    0    how  sweet    To     be    for    such    a     slum-ber  meet! 

3.  A  -  sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  peace-ful  rest,  Whose  waking     is      su  -  preme-ly  blest! 

4.  A  -  sleep  in  Je  -  sus!    0     for  me     May  such    a    bliss  -  ful    ref  -  uge   be! 
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A  calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re  -  pose,  Un  -  bro  -  ken  by  the  last  of  foes. 
With  ho  -  ly  con  -  fi  ■  dence  to  sing,  That  Death  hath  lost  his  ven  omed  sting. 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour  That  man  -  i  -  fests  the  Sav  -  ior's  pow'r. 
Se  -  cure  -  ly  shall  my    ash  -  es     lie,    Wait  -  ing   the  sum-mons  from    on  high. 
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1.  We  shall  reach  the  sum-mer-land,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by; 

2.  At     the  crys-tal  riv-er's brink, Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by; 

3.  Oh,  these  part- ing  scenes  will  end,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by; 
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press  the  gold-en  strand,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;  Oh,  the  loved  ones 
find  each  bro-ken  link,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;  Then  the  star  that, 
gath  -  er  friend  with  friend,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;   There  be- fore    our 


£E£ 


f9-r 


a 


* 


t=t 


p 


$=& 


r 


^ztc 


=r 


r-tr 


ZZ 


i=J=d: 


feH 


t=S 


s 


#; 


^?- 


#*=* 


z^±= 


e: 


**=* 


F" 


watch-ing  there,  By  the  tree  of  life  so  fair,  Till  we  come  their  joy  to 
fad  -  ing  here,  Left  our  hearts  and  homes  so  drear,  We  shall  see  more  bright  and 
Father's  throne,  When  the  mists  and  clouds  have  flown, We  shall  know  as  we  are 
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Somesweetday,  by  and  by.      By 

Somesweetday,  by  and  by. 

Somesweetday,  by  and   by.      By  and  by,      yes,     by    and  by, 

fL  JL  jGL.      j£2-      -A.   JL   -Q- 


Some  sweet 


S±£ 


r 


•&— 


i 


i  i     f 


&- 


Some  Sweet  Day,  By  and  By. 
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day;    We  shall  meet  our   loved  ones  gone,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and   by. 
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Beautiful  Isle. 
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1.  Some-where  the  sun      is    shin  -  in£,  Some-where  the  song  -  birds  dwell; 

2.  Some-where  the  day      is    Ion  -  ger,  Some-where  the  task     is      done; 

3.  Some-where  the  load      is    lift  -  ed,  Close   by    an     o  -   pen     gate; 
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Hush,  then,  thy  sad  re  -  pin  -  ing,  God  lives,  and  all  is  well. 
Some-where  the  heart  is  stron  -  ger,  Some-where  the  guer  -  don  won. 
Some-where  the  clouds  are  rift  -  ed,  Some-where  the  an  -  gels    wait. 
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Some  -  where,         Some    -   where,  Beau-ti  -  ful   Isle     of    Some-where! 

Some-where,  beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-  ful  Isle, 
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Land  of  the  trie,  where  we  live    a -new,— Beau-ti-ful  Isle     of  Some-where  1 
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1.  There  is      a     Cit  -  y    fair,  we're  told,  With  jas  -  per  walls  and  streets  of 

2.  This  won-drous  Cit  -  y  four-square  stands,  Its  man-sions  fair  not  made  with 

3.  The  saved  of  earth    are  gath-' ring  there,  When  Je-sus  doth  our  place  pre- 
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gold,  And  nev  -  er  sick-ness,  pain  or  sin,   Its  por-tals  blest  can  en  -  ter    in. 
hands,  And  nev-er  falls  the  gloom  of  night:  God  is  Him-self  the  Cit  -  y's  light, 
pare,  And  in  the  bless-ed    by  and  by,  We'll  live  and  reign  with  Him  on  high. 
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Where  there  are  pleasures  un-told;  No  more  sickness  or  dy  -  ing,  No  more  sorrow  or 
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ing;  Heav    -    en,      Heav    -    en,    Where  we  our  Sav-ior  be -hold. 

Beau-ti  -  fnl  Heav-en,  glo-ri-ous  Heav-en, 
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1 .  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a 
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By     His  counsels  guide, up- 
Neath  His  wings  se-cure  -  ly 
When  life's  per  -  ils  tnick  con- 
Keep  love's  banner  float-ing 
I       *-#.#.#.#. 


ri 

?-H^-H— 

1 

r~\ h — h — r* — F* — tn — •" : 

7 

b  k  i    rJ 

1             N*' 

If 

\^  P  b  23 

0        «s 

*l  *         *l          *          "1          &c       *s 

OA 

«*v 

V- 

■f      «   V    CM                  0 

m  '          m           m           a             i             i 

& 

# 

hold 

you, 

1/       L/ 
With     His    sheep    se  -  cure  -  ly      fold 

9 

you, 

hide 

you, 

Dai    -    ly     man  -  na       still      di  -  vide 

you, 

found 

you, 

Put       Ilia    arms    un  -  fail  -  ing    round 

you, 

o'er 

you, 

Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave     be  -  fore 

you, 

^2. 

■ft. 

-#-:      ■•-     -f-     -m-     £     £     -f2- 

/W\«  k  i    1 

r        i         i         1         1 

1              ■■ 

KxP>  ©> 

— » — ^~ 

— | y ^ y 1 j 

— S? 

— m — *— 

^  >t  1 

1 . — r_J 

% — ^J 

i 


Bfeggfcjgajd^-^r 


Chorus 


Kfe 


God    be  with  you  till    we  meet 


Ppi^ 


t— tr-p 


a  -  gain.  Till    we    meet,  .  .  .     till  we 

Till  we  meet,  till    we 


A     •*- 


S 


H$ 


r  :  r  -i  4 


J         !      ns 


-0-     #-■ 


^-F 


■V — t/- 


v=zg=J 


■N — i**.- 


J-4-P3- 


3= 


meet,  Till    we  meet 

meet,    till  we  meet, 


at      Je  -  sus' 


Jl  n 


feet;  Till   we 

till   we  meet; 


m 


t=A 


m 


ij=^u^i 


* 


■s-K 


■*-> 


^^^ 


meet,  .  .  .     till  we    meet, 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  till  we 


V* 


felt 


i»^£ 


v— g- 


-frrfc 
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Glory     be     to     the    Father,    and    to    the    Son,     and      to    the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ev  -  er  shall  be,  world  with-out  end.    A  -  men. 
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Glo  -  ry  he   to  the  Fa-ther,     and  to  the  Son,  and  to  the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost;    As  it 
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was  in  the  beginning,     is  now,and  ever  shall  be,world  without  end.  A  -  men,  A-men. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  bless-ings  flow;  Praise  Him,  all  crea-tures  here  be  -  low; 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,  ye  heav'n-ly    host;  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son,  and     Ho  -  ly    Ghost! 
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